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SCMISOIfS. 

Fnm MM an g<MM for «ye 
My halcyon (Uyt. 

W. N. EVANS. 

(••Mooat Royal".) 

Like the sbost of a dear Maud dead 

Is vaxM long past. 
A tone which is now forarer Hod, 
A hope which is now ferarer past. 
A lore so sweet it could not last. 

Was tine long past. 
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t» my liMiM' 



fVktn others faiUd me^ thou alone toast true, 

When others doubted, thou alone hadst faith. 
When others wronged me, cool as morning dew 

Thy solace would my fevered temples bathe. 
Gentle of face and form of graceful mould, 

Cf playful humor yet of thoughtful mind. 
Limpid of soul like brooklet in a wold — 

Such wast by Nature fashioned and designed. 
Since Fate, alas ! laid ruthlessly to rest 

Thy loyal mate for five and forty years — 
Him of the childlike heart and manly breast! — 

Thy genial smile seems everfrcntght with tears : 
Thy heart still saunters on Arcadian ways, 
Conjuring dreams of happier halcyon days. 
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PrefiiMfy IMc 



The poems embraced m this volume were^ with a few ex- 
ccpticns indicated by an appended date^ penned {and, at 
least inpartf published in divers, mainly non-professional, 
periodicals) a decade and more ago. Their publiccUion 
now — substantially in their original form — is net 
itttributable to a conviction that they contain aught 
that future generations will not willingly let die, nor 
yet to the thought that otherwise the Muses needs must 
mourn another "mute, inglorious Milton,** but is in/iu' 
enced partly by the promptings of perhaps overteaJous 
friends, partly by the author's parental desire to congregate 
the mental offspring of a period antedating his embarha- 
tion on the "bubble, toil and trouble* of a professional 
career* — a period redolent of laurel, reminiscent of "love* s 
young dream ^^ replete with the Icarian aspirations of 
youth, and ever hallowed in memory, albeit 

** Ike pleasant time hat vanished, ere our wretched donbtings 

banished 
All the grac^fiU spirii-Ptople, children of the earth and tea. 
Whom tn days now dim and olden, when the earth was fresh 

and golden. 
Every mortal could behold on haunted rath and tower emd tree* ' 



*A career, however, bearing literary fruit in the form of a treatise 
on '*The Htttorical Derelopment ot the Jury System." (Rochester 
1894.) 
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PREFATORY NOTE. 

As the verse here gathered toother ttfos originally can- 
ceived and executed as a labor of love y so this symposium 
thereof is cast into the literary maelstrom with little con- 
cem for fame and less for fortune ^ long addiction to the 
philosophy of stoicism enabling the author to dispense with 
what Poe has so aptly termed *^the paltry compensations 
and more paltry commendations of mankind.*^ 

—M. A. L. 

Nassau Chambers^ 
New Yorh, Nov. j, i8g6. 



CDHlcat CbtMes 



"I have waaderad homa but aawly 
From thia ultiiBate dins Thula." 

POS: DrtmmlmmJ, 

We have dninkan of Lethe at length, we have eaten of Lotus 

What hurts it us here that sorrows are bora and die? 

We have said to the dream that caressed and the dread that 

smote us. 
Good night and goodbye. 

SwntBUMfB: In Har^oitr, 



THULE. 



TN Dorthemmost climes a dim island was lying* 

All lonely and vast in its grandeur sublime, ^ 

An isle where magicians of Eld once were vying (^ 

To defy by their fabrics the progress of time. 

Here whilom I wandered down roads long forgotten, 

Through forests, aye, long past the days of their 

bloom, 

And thought of the short space that Time does allot 
men — 

A brief span combining the cradle and tomb. 

Then once, as I strayed down a yista gigantic 

Of vast trees, there standing since epochs of yore — 
Whose massive old trunks the weird signs necromantic, 

Affixed by the wizards of Thule, still bore — 

I came to the shore of a lake far extending, 

Its surface was rippled by never a wave, 
To its depths were forever dim shadows descending 

From willows, dark doleful and drear as the grave. 

Its waters no life held, and o'er them there flew not 

One bird that forth-issued the shrill-sounding scream; 
It seemed as the shadow of life e'en it knew not — 

Sad, sombre and still, within nature a dream. 



THULE. 

Then taid I : " Can this be that island enchanted, 

Whose Lethean lake tenders solace to man? 

lliat isle which to mortal, from earth's woes trans- 
planted, 
Forgetlnlness grants of calamity's ban 1 

''Let me lave in its waters and quaff deep their potions, 

And free my sad soul from Fate's deadly enthral; 

Let me live here, removed from frail pleasure's emo- 
tions — 
Forgetful of men, and forgotten by all." 

But lo I as I gazed, o'er the lake's placid water — 
So gentle, as zephyr on earth ne'er is found. 

So sweet, as the voice of old Lesbos' famed daughter — 
Came the faintest of whispers, the shade of a sound : 



€t 



No longer heeds Thule these prayers incessant, 
No longer may Lethe oblivion bestow-^ 
The strife in life's battle till life is senescent 
Illumines the body with health's ruddy glow. 

"Let mortals remember that coward and craven 
But shrink to encounter reverses of Fate; 

In letters of gold be this adage engraven: — 
Arouse unto action before 'tis too late I" 

I turned from that lake and departed from Thule, 
And entered once more in the contest of life; — 

No mariner knows where that island but newly 
Defied the wHd breakers resoimding in strife. 

In northernmost climes thb dim island was lying 
All lonely and vast in its grandeur sublime, — 

An isle where magicians of Eld once were vying 
To defy by their fabrics the progress of time. 



PREMEDITA TION, 

J^ETHOUGHT that in my bark I lay 
On the bosom of a bay. 
Distant from all hmnan dime, 
And the ravages of Time. 
Musing, lost in revery, 
Gazed I on that surging sea. 
Whilst the azure dome above 
Glistening seemed with silent love. 
But a cloud rose from afar 
This serenity to mar; 
Ever growing, fills the sky 
With its dread immensity: 
Till the heavens, overcast. 
Issue forth the pent-up blast; 
Tin the howling tempest roars 
And the wave to heaven soars; 
Whilst the sea — once so serene 1 
Sobs and throbs with lurid sheen. 

'Tis thus the human heart fore'er 
Ponder must on coming care. 
Mortal ! cup of bliss ne'er quaff. 
Ne'er delight in joyous laugh. 
Ne'er devote thyself to pleasure. 
But it be in moderate measure. 



PRSMXDITATION. 



thou wilt awaken. 
By the tempesi overtaken: 
Otherwise the die is cast, 
Perish shall thou in the blast, 
Otherwise that day 's thy last : 
And from blissfulness snblime 
Thou art hurried — onward ever. 
Whirling 'round and stopping never. 
Out of Tide, out of Time ! 



IRENE: A REVERIE. 

Tyj Y gentle friend, (in verity 

The child of some ethereal isle)— 
Thou gem of matchless rarity, 
Assuaging life's asperity 
Until (like thine) 'tis free from guile: — 

Not e'en a Titan from his heart 
Might tear thy spirit's wondrous spell; 
Thy faithful followers ne'er rebel : 
Or, even if they should, the start 
Still greater rapture would impart. 

A saintly Circe, thou 1 whose breath 
Transforms into a god the slave : 

Whose sigh becomes a shibboleth 
For him who, in thy smiles to lave, 
His earthly bliss, his life eternal gave. 

Encompassed by a radiant glow — 
Thy dark orbs flash, thy tresses flow — 

Before mine eyes I see thee stand : 
O vision fair ! why from me go 

Unto some far-off happier land? 



ODE TO ''LIBER TV 
IN THE HARBOR OF NEW YORK, 

I. 

I-JAIL, Freedom's Goddess, Gallia's scion, 

Within Manhattan's lordly portals. 
The idol thou, like Doric Dian, 

Of all oppressed and struggling mortals : 
The bond, that Lafayette has founded 
When martial clangor far resounded 

Upon this soil a century ago 
And breathless Europe saw astounded 

Our arms triumphant o'er the Titan foe, 
Shall by this symbol be cemented, 

Perpetuated for all time. 
To mark how Freedom was presented 

Unto this transatlantic clime. 

II. 

O peerless Spirit I not Asiatic 

Is thy descent or pedigree : 
From those dominions autocratic 

Sprang not the germ of liberty; 



OBI TOpUBXRTT. 

Nor e'en in Hellu or in Rome 
Hadst thou thy origin and home. 
But with the Pan-Germanic race 
Fke€minently is thy place : 

Thy cradle in the mnic north 
Where, nurtured by the Norseman's gods> 

To Independence gav'st thou birth* 
And brok'st the tyrant's iron rods. 
Lo ! gaiing on the panorama 
Of human kind's perennial drama, 
How multiform the scenes, how weird, 
In which thy banner was upreared ! 
Behold, far in the distance, towering 

The great deruscan chief whose might 
Vanquished the legions overpowering 

Of Rome in famous forest fight. 
Behold the battle-field historic 
Where, onward led by Theodoric, 
Thy worshipers withstood the Hun 
Obscuring civilization's sun : 
While, once again, the Moslem swarms 
Were crushed by Martell's mighty arms. 

III. 

On Britain's ancient soil th' inspired 

Boadicea, queen Icenian, 
With righteous indignation fired, 

Laid down her life for thy dominion. 
There too, on Hastings' bloody field. 



*"Deep in tlie irozen regions of tlie North 
A goddess violated bnmg^t thee foth I " 

Smollbtt, Ode to the Spirit of IndepcndcBM. 



ODI TO UBERTY. 

Harold the Saxon raised thy shield 
When, half by greed induced and half by fane, 
Across the sea the hybrid Norman came : 
Whom, later still, Llewellyn bravely fought 
To save for CamlMria her tongue and thought. 
Again a change — ^long ages on have rolled 
And Hampden's form to our view unfold : 

Not he, indeed, the object of applause 
For martial deed or picturesque display — 

Nobler by far, the champion of the laws 
Will be remembered to the latest day : 
While, foe to tyrants, friend of rights divine, 
Cromwell and Orange close the British line. 

IV. 

Unto America transplanted 

Thy seed was by the Pilgrim band, 
Meeting life's terrors here undaunted. 

Fair goddess, at thy calm command, 
And to their children it was granted 

Supreme to see thee in the land. 
First Roger Williams preached, however. 
That a free conscience from the Giver 

Of All Things is our bounteous gift. 
And from oppression did deliver 

Great Penn his sect that (long adrift 1) 
Enfranchised then to all made known 
Tracts where Free Worship held the throne. 
On, on the course of freedom rolled 
By potent destinies controlled. 
Until the spark it bore along — 
Fanned into flame by grievous wrong — 



odxi;to ubxrty. 

Bunt out into the conflagration 
Whence, Phceniz-like, the pristine Natioo 
Forth-issued and its flag nnlnrled, 
Proclaiming to the astonished world 
That nnder onr gigantic dome 
Freedom had f oond her final home I 

Scarcely Colnmbus conld divine 
That the new country, where the crael 
Iberian sought but gold or jewel. 

Would once hold Freedom's sacred ihrine: 
That on this continent neglected 
A mighty edifice erected 
Would be by patriotic hands 
With sturdy hearts (not magic wands)— 
The structure crowned by Odin's son,* 
Our own, our only Washington I 

V. 

Full many a glorious name is spread 
Upon our scroll of heroes, wed 

To Liberty's undying cause: 
Some sank into untimely graves, 
Whilst others lived to stem the waves 

Of life and hear the world's applause. 
Attucks and Hale, the martyrs twain. 
Laid down their lives for freedom's gain; 

Steuben and Kalb and Lafayette, 

Putnam and Marion and yet 
An hundred others led the train 
That broke the tyrant's massive chain — 



•Genealogists prttend to trsoe tlie d ss c snt of Wasldagtoa ftoai 
Odin, ths fooader of SamdiiMivfau 



ODS TO UBEKTV. 

f 

Inspired by him who, first in war 

And first in peace, the pennant bore. 

Thence, like a mighty stream and bold, 
Impetuous yet self-controlled. 
Our course of destiny onward rolled. 
Perry and Jackson, Winfield Scott, 
Are names that will not be forgot : 
A few of many minds intent 
Upon their land's aggrandizement. 
Yet still our scutcheon bore one stain — 
The great Republic's baleful bane — 
The maintenance of Slavery 
Within ''the country of the free," 
That, like the lethal upas tree, 
Poisoned the people's better life 
Until a vast Titanic strife 

f Twizt brothers north and brothers south 
Franchised the African uncouth. 
Restored him, at the cannon's mouth. 
Through fields of carnage, seas of blood. 
Once more to human brotherhood. 
The silent Grant, brave Farragut, 
Are heroes of that contest; but 
The man of men, pre-eminent. 
Of strength and mildness strangely blent. 
Was he — the martyred President, 
Whose memory fit for veneration 
Is hallowed heirloom to our Nation. 

VI. 

O long, Columbia, may'st thou be 
The chosien shrine of liberty; 



ODB TO LIBERTY. 

Long may the sacred fire sorriTet 
Within her sanctum kept alivet 
Where minds ignoble and profane 
May never mar her glorions reign. 

And thouy proud mommuiU^ forever^ 

Thy donor's puffose symboUu^ 

Marking what mortals hen endeavor 
And pointing upward to the shies I 

As erstwhile Pharos was tiprearing 
Its beacon light on Afric sands 

Shalt thou in future be appearing 
To mariners fiom d istant lands, 

WayfarersySSmthy summit bright — 

A star within Plutonian night — 
ShaU welcome from the desert sea 
Into the home of Liberty , 

While to the world thon dosi proclaim 

Americans undying fame ! 



II 



''PER ASPERA AD ASTRA: 



ToMin. 



^^^EN hoary Winter reigns supreme, 

And snow-flakes down to earth are falling—- 
When sprouting green and gamesome stream. 
The forest dell, the sunlight's beam. 
Are callous 'neath his touch enthralling. 
When mountain-glen 
And fountain-head 
And lonesome fen — 
All, all are dead, 
And Nature's yoke seems hard and galling :^ 

Know, friend, that this funereal pall 

Is but the earth from ills defending; 
That Spring's first anthems will recall 
Creation's children, great and small. 
To life, their former still transcending: 
This snowy guise 
Is not a shroud, 
For thence arise — 
^th strength endowed — 
Those who 'neath Winter's yoke were bending. 



*■ PER A8FIRA AD ARRA.** 

Tlitis maa's affeetioos too p t cie i it 

Of nature's forms the varying phases; i 
The meeting and the aonb' assent— 
The parting, and the friendship rent 
Bj Fate, or lost in Fortune's maaas: 
But still this strife 

Does bat prepare 
For future life 
Deroidof care — 
For firmer faith on nobler basis. 

So life and nature still are fraught^ 

O friend 1 for whom this song is peaUqg^ 
With strange analogies of thought, 
With friendship from dejection brought 
To bond of souls all troubles healing : 
Thro' pasnve woe 

And noisome strife 
We pass unto 
That Miss of Ufe, 
Which e'er thy gentle heart is feeling. 



ELDORADO. 



'pHE land of pweit ease andblus, 

Such, Brother mine, is now my theme; 
But ah 1 where that fair region is 

I scarcely dare divine or dream. 
That region where not wealth, not birth — 
Antipodal to realms of Earth — 

The weal and woe^ipan discern; 
Where Love and Friendship still exist, 
For these, philosophers insist, 

Have long, long ceased to burn : 
Each passion that the heart inflames, 
!• now alone a name of names. 

And Friendship, too, has left our shore — 
The goddess reigns on earth no more : 

She who in happy round combines 
Of noble souls a galaxy. 

Whose faith celestial ne'er declines 
'Midst breakers of adversity I 
All, all her followers are fled. 
Forlorn, forsaken, must she tread : 
Though parasites and flatterers all 
With cheerless voice upon her call — 

Such will not suit the goddess' mind. 



KLDORAOO. 

Her doctrines otherwiw aff« Iw; 

A true friend's* who o'erlooks not blind 

What failings in his consort aro, 

'Tis he who strives each to conec^— 

Not to overlook it in neglect t 

Where can a faithlvl friend he found 

To brave Simoon and 6erot Tomndo? 
Ah 1 tell me, tell me and expound 
Where is that earthly Eldorado? 

Can we not fmd a noble sail 
To bear us thither, where prevail 

Felicities without a stain? 
A happy country where the heart 
In midst of pleasure will not smart 

With sudden pain? 
(Fot any hope that pleasure hat 
Will sink not in Oblivion's mflte. 

Alas, is vain!) 
A land where, midst a wealth of foya. 
No shade of thought the heart annoys, 

How soon again we must, alone. 

Battle «in a world of moan 1" 
For lo 1 where'er we tread, we meet 
With Sorrow, and on pinion fleet 
Life's ills o'ertake us (human lot !) 
E'er yet its pleasures are forgot. 

Why should these sorrows then alloy 
The tasting of each purer joy? 
Why can we ne'er in life forget. 
E'en momently, Arachne's net? 
Ah I weigh these questionsy or do never 



tLDORilDO. 

Attempt to bUme 
The KMuring mind, if sad thoughts ever — 
As eagle maimed by shot from quiver — 

Its flight lay lame 1 
For what b man then but a mite 
Whom Fate with Gorgon appetite, 
Whom Sorrow with a strange delight, 

Love to oppress I 
.Where does that region fair extend. 
In which all Souls harmonious blend 

In one caress ! 

That region, mortal, is thy heart's: 
That peace thy soul alone imparts: 
That bliss celestial may'st thou find 
Within the portals of thy mind ! 
For with the man of guileless soul 
The noblest virtues gain control, 
Bask in Serenity's perennial day — 
And Bliss triumphantly proclaims her sway. 

Be not Hke those poor soul' forgotten fools 
Who seeh in distant climes a sacred realm : 

Be not Hke him who his hot temples cools 

WUh Nectat^sflcw, whilst standing at the helm 

Andgam^ restlessly out on the sea 

In search of what n^er was and n^er can be. 

For not the land where bounteous Plenty rules ^ 
Not where the pious pray at mystic shrines. 

Not where mid pageantry s emblcuoned gules 
Each fibre solely with ambition pines. 
Not in the realm of vast argentine mines. 

Not in a syhangUn or blooming meadow^ 



KLDORABO. 

N§i where the korisum trnio Earth i mcimet , 
Nor m the samdre vaUey of the Shadow 
Do hope to find whai Fancy spU^ 
One httU span theu varied joys a 
In thme own hearty there seek fir Eldorado I 



«T 
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THE COURSE OF FATE. 



JN andent times there stood a dty 
O'erlooking far a sea sablime; 
No poet's yoice, no minstrel's ditty, 

More sings its praise in swelling rhyme : 
For there, where once in radiant glory 

Shone all the land, 
Gamit shadows hover o'er the hoary 
Basilics grand. 

Down the frail walls that gird the waters. 

The shadows glide — 
As if of Darkness spectre-daughters, 
Tliey swifUy stride. 
No life these stony monarchs harbor, 

No ripple stirs that silent sea. 
For ages not yon mossy arbor 
Resoonded with felicity. 

'lis thus the hmnan heart forever 

Seems to my mind's enquiring gase: 
No mystic magic may dissever 
Tlie stricken soul from mishap's maze. 
When once the soul in radiant beauty 
Up-ioared— and f eUy 



THS COURSX or FATX. 

Remains alone the lombre duty 
Its fall to tell. 

And thro' the heart— O woe miffaring I- 

Mad memories throng; 
With thoughts that, ne'er their sway re- 
leasing, 
Sting like a thong; 
Until at last has ceased the throbbing, 

When tranquil is the heart once more. 
Until at last has ceased the sobbing. 
And all is o'er. 



AHASVER. 



Q WATT, Zacyntha, wait, 

It is not yet too late. 
The orb of day has scarcely sunk to rest; 

And with the evening chimes 

Wafted from distant climes 
Are aromatic breexes of the west. 

My radiant roe-eyed dear, 

Shed not a single tear, 
Weep thou for those, who weep with thee, alone : 

Let not each broken vow 

Wrinkle thy placid brow. 
And unto others leave the plaintive moan. 

Dark was the dismal day 

And misty was the May 
When first on earth were heard my feeble cries: 

E'en Nature shed a tear 

Upon my cradle-bier. 
And like a shroud seemed all the summer skies. 

I grew in years — ^not love — » 
I yearned for spheres above 
The humble station of my early life : 
To rank with those whom Time 



AHASVm. 

Has marked out as sublime 
Became the purpose of my yoathfnl strife. 

Alas I the Night obscured 

Those visions, which allured 
My trusting heart and too confiding mind; 

I groped in darkness» but 

To find Fame's portals shut 
To me by the decree of Fate unkind. 

The gold I touched turned dross- 
Mildewed became the moss 

Where I reposed to rest my weary limbs; 
For many a livelong day 
Despondently I lay, 

While callous neighbors chanted canting hymns: 

Until at last my soul 

Slipped from my mind's control, 
And I conceived that I was doomed to grope 

Through this vast vale of tears, 

For endless boundless years. 
Beyond the beam of bliss or gleam of hope. 

Gone was that spirit gay 

That caused my soul to pray 
In fervid words for wisdom as its gift, 

Wherewith I fondly thought 

From our existence, fraught 
With mysteries, the sable veil to lift. 

Like igtiesfahd — 
Whose glamours but defy 
The wanderer's search and e'er his grasp elude^ 
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So too, the more I toiled, 
The more my hopes were foiled 
Existence of its secret to denude : 

Until I cursed my lot — 

Until my heart forgot 
My Maker's kindness and all family ties; 

Till, one by one, they died 

In whom my heart took pride. 
And left me to my anguish and my sighs. 

I shunned the sight of men, 

I sought a wildwood glen — 
The fire consumed what relics I would save : 

I sailed the ocean main — 

I courted death in rain — 
All, all but I, sank 'neath the billovry wave. 

Into the whirl of war 

I plunged — ^but as before 
Averted were from me both ball and steel; 

As if by talisman 

Frustrated fell each plan 
To cease to hear, to think, to see, to feel. 

I wandered far and wide 

In quest of rest denied — 
For many moons I strayed and sought in vain : 

Through mead and blooming lea. 

Athwart the stormy sea. 
Beneath the boreal pole, o'er desert plain. 

At last repentance brought 
Strange solace to my thought. 
And gentle musings filled once more my soul : 
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I Bghed — I sobbed— I wept— 
That very night I slept 
Free from some hideons dream's austere control. 

Then rose I, reassured, 

By new-bom hope secured 
Perchance I drifted o'er yon placid sea: — 

Here, where its waves rebound 

With sweet melodious sound 
My Saviour I found — ^Zacyntha, thee I 

Sun-litten was the day 

When, hard by yonder bay. 
Our beating hearts forever entertwined : 

Like mists before the Sun 

Fell from me, one by one. 
The dismal fetters that my soul confined. 

'Us one brief year ago 
Since vanished has my woe 
And I abide in this ethereal isle; 
'Us just a year that thou 
Hast listened to my vow 
And hast restored me by thy magic smile ! 

Then wait, Zacyntha, wait t 

It is not yet too late — 
Phoebus but just has vanished in the west. 

Hark 1 with the evening chimes. 

Wafted from distant climes. 
Comes music from the Gardens of the Blest. 
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DESTINY. 



I. 

'T'HE moon-beams glistened keenly, sablimely and 

serenely, 
O'er a silent vessel steering on a sadly sobbing sea; 
The lover gazed intently toward the shore which gently 
In the distance was appearing out of dim obscurity. 

II. 

The maid was praying dumbly, tho* faithfully and humbly. 
For her lover in the distance who was coming home 
that day; 
Who was coming homeward, thinking alone of closely 
linking 
That gentle girl's existence unto his own for aye. 

III. 

But hark! A tempest's lashing the panting sea and crash- 
ing 

The timbers of the vessel, while the winged wind-blasts 

bear 

Athwart the mere the crying of wounded men and dying. 

Who with the wild waves wrestle — and then go down 

for e'er I 



DESTINY. 



rv. 



At break of day, supinely the lea-weed clad and finely 
Formed figure of the lover lay lifeless on the ground; 

Whilst at his side she cowers, still crowned with nuptial 

flowers; 

The ravens croak above her — she does not hear their 

sound. 

V. 

The moon once more shines keenly, seraphically, queenly, 
0*er ocean sadly sobbing and on the sandy shore : 

Fate's rigor Death has righted : here, in one vault united, 
Lie two that ceased their throbbing — two hearts, and 
nothing more ! 
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THE COMING OF KAMADEVA. 

'pHRICE hailed that day when down the stream was 
borne 
Young Kamadeva, with the advent of mom; 
Thrice hailed his coming who to earth shall bring 
The balm for sools that writhe 'neath Fortune's sting; 
Thrice hailed that happy day when onward ever 
In rippling motion rolled the Sacred River : 
When every wavelet vied caressingly 
To guide the God down to the Silent Sea: 
When all the Spirits, who 'twizt earth and heaven 
The dome of azure with their sports enliven, 
And zealous zephyrs gently onward bore 
The conch of lotus from an unknown shore.* 

Hail, ELamadeva ! harbinger of love 1 
Sdon of Brahma I thou, whose turtle-dove 
Is greeted gratefully by all whose souls 
A nobler aim than worldly weal controk. 
Thine artful arrow does not pierce the heart. 
But only rapturously makes it start — 
For purer bliss by far thy darts design, 
Than that bestowed by potions nectarine. 
Where'er thou dwellest, sandy deserts bloom. 



*It to a tra^tkmof the Hindoos that the god of lore was finthe- 
hdd floating in a locnsi^owcr down the river Ganges. 
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And man forgets the presence of the tomb: 
Where thou art absent, blank Despair alone 
Fills the drear expanse with her plaintive moan. 
Hence, Kamadeva, the inquired strain 
Of bards resounds in thy ecstatic train. 
Hence poets are thy priests and shield thy shriaet 
And sing for mortals of thy deeds divine. 
OBahnof Brahmal Solace of the Earth I 
Blessed be the day of thy anspidons birth, 
When sealous sephyrs gently onward bore 
Thy conch of lotus from an unknown shore* 



THE EMBLEM OF SIAM, 



p^IGHTLY when on Siam's thickets sheds its silver 

sheen the moon, 
And a myriad sportive crickets chirp in the nocturnal 

noon, 
When the night-wind gently murmnrs in the knarled 

primeval trees. 
And the zephyrs cool the temples of the slumbering 

Siamese, 

When the cruel tiger even sinks into a brief repose, 
Whilst above the gleaming seven Pleiades their light 

disclose. 
When the timid deer retire coyly to their chosen glen, 
And no melodies inspire more the buoyant woodland 

wren. 

When the yeomen, tired from reaping, rest upon the 

mossy green. 
While lithe lizards, deftly leaping, slip the dewy 

shrubs between. 
And, with serpentine gyrations gliding on from place 

to place, 
Qad in liquid iridescence seem th' embodiment of 

grace: 



a8 



THE EMBLEM OF SIAM. 

Wrapt in grandeur then, tbo* passive, seemeth Siam's 
sacred land^ 

Night the magian stilled the massive body with her 
magic wand. 

Sleep her daughter rules supremely, but with luJf- 
suspended breath — 

Sleep so deep, it bears resemblance to the dread half- 
brother, Death. 

Nigh unto the monarch's palace stands a structure 

ivy-bound — 
Gracefully the teak-wood trellis rises upward from the 

ground, 
As if conscious that its portals guard the holiest of 

shrines 
Where, apart from struggling mortals, Siam's Pride 

and Hope reclines. 

Thou! great Siam's argent symbol, riding on the 

South Sea breeze 
With her galleys, lithe and nimble, and her mighty 

argosies. 
Thou— the emblem of the nation, that, in midst of 

martial strife 

Fires the soul with inspiration, leads unto perennial 
tife. 

Lo! behold him — never slumbers on that laureled 

brow descend. 
As he listens to the numbers that symphonically blend. 
Numbers caused by hidden minstrels who in ecstacy 

proclaim 

The White Elephant's untiring vigilance for Siam's 
famel 
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In his eyes, so runs the legend, is the seat of Bud- 
dha's soul — 

Buddha, Earth's Perennial Regent, under whose di- 
vine control 

Siam's warriors the invaders held triumphantly at^bay 

Who in ages past swept southward from the regions of 
Cathay. 

Buddha's soul, the ever-youthful, lies within those 
placid orbs, 

Buddha's heart, the ever-truthful, all his creatures' 
love absorbs, 

Buddha's hand, the ever-mighty, true to his unchang- 
ing plan. 

Potently forever guides the destinies of Hindoostan. 

Slumber, Siaml calmly slumber — since nor men nor 

genii wild. 
Mighty tho' in strength and number, dare disturb the 

Buddha's child : 
Slumber, Siam I As forever rolls thy River to the Sea, 
Fortune will forsake thee never, chosen shrine of Deity 1 

Slumber, Siam ! — But awaken to communion with the 

world : 

Let the task be undertaken and thy banner be unfurled 

As the cynosure of nations : let thine Elephant appear 

In the homes of every people, on the face of every 
mere. 

Thus thy Buddha and his glory will once more on 

thee descend, 
And thy confines, kingdom hoary! peacefully o'er 

earth extend: 
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Not by conquest, but by commerce» ihalt thou, Siam* 

wield control, 
And among thy fellow-nations honored be from pole 

to pole. 



THE LAY OF LARS. 

A Viking Legend. 

TT was Lars, the Viking captain, 

Stood beside the mast; 
In his mantle he was wrapt then, 

Gazing o*er the vast. 
Far and wide upon the ocean 

Rolled the thunder's roar — 
Silent and without emotion 

Gazed he as before. 

Lo 1 from out the buoyant billows 

Rose a giant form, 
Rose a head all crowned with willows — 

'Twas the God of Storm. 
He his hoary locks was shaking 

As in ghoulish glee. 
Of his anger seemed partaking 

Both the sky and sea. 

Qottds arose upon the heaven 

Tempest-c vertost— 
Unto sight the gleaming seven 

Pleiads e'en are lost : 
While the waves, as whilom parted 
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Those of Fhanu)h,* 
High and higher ever started 
With a lurid glow. 

Still beside the mast was standing 

Lars, the tempest's child. 
Prouder still his form commanding 

Seemed in scene so wild. 
And his cheeks but blanched a shadow 

As across the main, 
Rising, like from distant meadow. 

Came the mystic strain : 

'* Lars, as those of Gselic craven. 

Shall thy plaints be heard. 
Look I above thee soars the raven, 

Thor's ill-omened bird. 
By the mom thy limbs shall wither 

On the Northmen's strand : 
Nevermore thou cruise shalt hither. 

Proudest of the land I" 

Loud laughed Lars of Telemarken 

Then — so loud his laugh. 
That the startled sailors hearken 

As their mead they quaff — 
List I a sound stirs by the tiller; 

Down the sea-god goes. 
And the water still and stiller 

With his parting grows. 

Stillness reigns upon the vessel, 

All the lights are out, 

•TritylUbUT: Standard Diet., p. nyoa. 
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Now no more the seamen wrestle, 

Drain the wassail-bout. 
Still stood Lars, their Viking captain, 

Silent by the mast; 
In his mantle he was wrapt then. 

Gazing o'er the vast. 

Dreaming of those days when basking 

In a maiden's love, 
He no other bliss was asking 

From the gods above; 
Thinking of that day when torn she 

Rudely from his heart. 
Far away in bark was borne she — 

Thus two souls did part. 

Thinking farther how he taken 

Was to evil haunts; 
Till he, trained to hunt the kraken, 

Trained to bear their taunts, 
Broke from out his guarded prison. 

Joined a Viking ring, — 
Till at last the boy had risen 

To be called their King. 

Thus he mused, and softly sighing 

Now the chieftain spoke : 
" Must in life (my youth belying) 

E'er I bear this yoke? 
Shall deliverance ne'er be spoken, 

Must I be a slave? 
Will my fetters ne'er be broken 

Till I find the grave? 
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" Ruler of some roving seamen 

On a rugged strand, 
'Twas my hope (Oh mocking demon 1) 

To rale Norway's land ; 
There to fomid a mighty nation, 

Noble, great and free. 
While the world in admiration 

Honored Norse — and me. 

" *Twas thy will. Oh father Odin, 

To reject my prayer; 
At the councils of Lofoden 

Sank my hopes fore'er 1 
Marred my life's long aspiration. 

Vain those visions grand; 
Fare thee well, unhappy nation, 

Norway's holy land I ** 
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LUCtAN AND LYDIA. 



A SPANISH LBGBND. 



-"Tbey fell : for heaven to tfaem no hope imparts 
Who hear not for the beating of their hearts." — Al Aaraa/. 

'Q Y the River Douro stood a castle 

Towering monarch-like o'er all the land; 
At its master's call full many a vassal 

Placed the ensign under his command : 
Far and wide upon the plain its shadow 

Cast was, in the light of noon-day sun, 
While in forest, stream and verdant meadow. 

His dominions were surpassed by none. 

In the banquet hall the G)unt Hernandez 

Held, at each great festival, his state — 
Proudest of Spain's proud and haughty grandees. 

Self -esteeming, sombre and sedate; 
This stern magnate, others all disdaining. 

Deemed alone the king himself his peer; 
And his serfs, beneath his yoke complaining. 

Left unheeded in his fierce career. 

One alone there was whom G>unt Hernandez 
Ever loved had, in the course of life — 

Andalusia's child, the lovely Inez, 
Whom he saw, and wooed, and made his wife; 
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But as flower 'neath the blast she faded 
Ere the summer next to fall did wane; 

Then it was the giant Grief invaded 
His hard bosom — but once more again. 

Upon earth she still had left a token 

Of her patient, ever-bearing love, — 
Left one pledge there of her faith unbroken, 

Ere she parted to the realms above : 
Lydia — her fair and winsome daughter, 

With a voice so musical and clear. 
That the people some sweet fairy thought her 

When her silvery sounds fell on their ear. 

Still the maid could gladden not her sire — 

She the last was of that ancient race. 
Since no son had blessed his fond desire. 

Though a daughter full of fairy grace; 
The ideal of each young knight's passion. 

Love for none of them she seemed to feel — 
Both in court and cottage 'twas the fashion 

Her to call "The Flower of Castile ! " 

In her manner she was mild and tender — 

Her departed mother's counterpart — 
At each humble home her hand would render 

Friendly aid as if with magic art; 
Everywhere was joy and peace she spreading. 

Loved alike by lofty and by low — 
And tho' rugged mountain-passes treading. 

Unmolested she alone could go. 
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'Twas her father's wish some proud hidalgo 

Should his daughter to the altar lead. 
That with him to his proud home she shall go, 

And their heir his titles shall succeed : 
But this hope to be attained was neyer, 

'Twas, alas I a frail and fleeting dream — 
How the hand of Fate the same did sever 

Is the subject of the poet's theme. 

In her rambles over vale and mountain 

Once she chanced upon a shepherd swain 
Flaying on the flute, whose magic sound then 

Floated like a charm o'er hill and plain : 
Ludan was his name, the plain's Adonis — 

Down in ringlets fell his golden hair; 
And the maiden's heart, who sees him, won is, 

Be she ever so surpassing fair. 

When their eyes met, without circumspection. 

Sat she down nigh to the shepherd's seat. 
Suffered his obeisant genuflection, 

Listened to his musings love-replete; 
Though the sun was sinking fast and faster 

Still she sat there, basking in his lay — 
Frisking, gamboling 'round their happy master, 

At his feet the gentle flock did play. 

Then he ceased ! — and drawing near and nearer 
To the maiden who seemed bound by spell, 

Spoke to her in accents purer, clearer. 
Than are those of godlike Israfel: — 
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mi the maiden, love-enraptured, beaming, 
Threw her arms about her wooer's neck; 

And in waking half and half in dreaming 
Suffered his endearments without check. 

But when on the heavens was arising. 

Gleaming far and bright, the evening star, 
They dissevered, future plans devising 

To enjoy their love without a mar : 
He his flute did take and flock did gather. 

Leaving homeward for his humble shed; 
She with fleet step fled from off the heather. 

And on downy couch reclined her head. 

Hence they oft met in a dell forsaken, 

Hidden in the wood's remotest part. 
Where his sweetest lays his flute would waken 

For the idol of his manly heart; 
Whilst with tales his mind she e'er delighted 

Through which visions of bright future shone- 
Ever more and more their souls united. 

Till they formed, in verity, but one. 

But a rumor of these secret meetings 

Did not fail to reach the noble's ear. 
And the tidings of the lovers' greetings 

Servile churls maliciously would bear. 
Yet the proud Castilian still believed not 

Thought so hateful to his haughty mind; 
Ever said his daughter him deceived not — 

Woe to her if e'er the truth he find I 
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To the forest nook again she wandered 

In the glistening, golden eventide. 
And again there with her love she pondered 

On sweet visions of a future bright; 
But upon this eve a strange disquiet, 

Full of evil bodings, filled her soul; 
With his numbers vainly to destroy it 

Tried the lover — ^he had lost control. 

« Lucian 1 Ludan ! '' cried she without ceasing, 

" Out of day the night does quickly grow 1" 
And, her hand from out his own releasing, 

*' Lucian ! I beseech thee 1 let me go I" 
But he clasped her to his loving bosom 

Once again his fond love to outpour; — 
Lydia, now alone afraid to lose him, 

Listened to his oft-told tale once more. 

But the tree of mortal bliss is shaken 

By rude tempests, when it scarce is found; 
Ere the cup to our lips is taken 

Dashed its contents are upon the ground; 
When the mind is purest, noblest, highest, 

Sorrow soonest follows in the wake : 
Till thou from life's disappointments flyest, 

Seek'st forgetfulness in Lethe's lake. 

Hark 1 upon the outskirts of the clearing 
Angry cries and martial tread are heard; 

Lydia, woe unutterable fearing. 
Nestles to her lover like a bird 



/ 



LUCIAN AND LYDIA. 

That, when harassed by strong tonnentors. 
Seeks with hasty wing its mother's breast. 

Confident that never evil enters 
In that haven of luxurious rest. 

Followed by his servilemost retainers. 

Stands the sire before the startled two — 
Masters tho* of hovels or of manors, 

Still their lord's behest they blindly do — 
At one sign the twain are torn asunder. 

At another Lucian down is bound; 
Then, with mien severe and voice of thunder 

Turning to the lovers, spoke the count : 

" Lydia, honor-lost, unworthy daughter ! 

Do not think to move me by thy tears; 
For the burning shame that thou hast wrought here 

Our family, will not cease with years — 
By my honor, and the bold San Jago ! 

Too presuming churl ! played is thy part : 
Take the dagger from thy belt, good Diego, 

Aim thou well, and stab him to the heart 1*' 

Well would Lydia save him — ^she restrained is 

By the arms of two retainers dark : 
Sweeping through the air the dagger stained is 

In the shepherd's blood with certain mark: — 
One wild shriek is heard; with eyes outstarting 

Lydia gazes trance-like on his face — 
'Tis the long, despairing look of parting, 

'lis a silent prayer for his grace. 
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As his blood was ebbing fast and faster. 

Ludan oped his glazing eyes once more, 
Turned a mute curse on the cruel master 

Angels to the seat of judgment bore : — 
Then one long look on his loving maiden — 

Of eternal hope that one look said : 
And his soul, of earthly woes unladen, 

From his mangled body upward fled. 

Why dwell longer on this day of sorrow? 

Why dwell further on this fearful scene ? — 
Lydia in her chamber on the morrow 

Under strictest vigil placed had been; 
Whilst her father there a moment tarried, 

Telling her that in one fortnight more 
She by royal sanction would be married 

To a young and gallant vavasor. 

Vanished was the maiden on next morning ! 

How and whither ? no one knew to tell. 
Then the parent, consolation scorning. 

Felt remorse his callous bosom swell. 
Humble rustics found her body, lying 

At the bottom of a dark defile — 
And the land was filled with sobs and sighing 

For the guileless " Flower of Castile ! " 

Thus to me was told this Spanish l^end 

At the Douro, by an angler old. 
In the days when Espartero regent ^ 

Of the country was of blood and gold; 
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LUC1AN AND LYDIA. 



Still the ruins rise upon the meadows. 
Gaze gigantically o'er the plain — 
I TTirough the sUent aisles contendiBg shadows 

I Seem to flit forevermore again ! 



RETROSPECTION. 



gEFORE mine eyes expands the sea, extending 

With the horizon till it sinks from sight; 
The sun's last rays, in golden halo blending. 
Limn the wild wavelets with celestial light. 



\ And from a rocky ledge I view this splendor, 

This spectacle of beauty, calm, serene. 
Whose contemplation needs must love engender — 
I A noble, ne'er to-be forgotten scene. 

 
I 

r 

\ Yet pensively with measured pace I wander, 

Dreaming of days when thou wert here with me; 
And as these narrow foot-paths all meander, 
Thus e'er and e'er my thoughts retom to thee. 



43 



A BIR THDA V RE VERIE. 

(to MRS. L. S.) 

Time turns the old days to derision. 

Our loves into corpses or wives ; 
And marriage and death and division 
Make bairen our lives. 

^^wiMBURNB : Dolores. 

"VIETHINKS that all months are December, 
And but meshes the days in Time's net, 
And I wonder that you should remember 
The day I prefer to forget. 

Our birthdays but mile-stones to graves are — 
Like millstones they grind us to earth — 

To Fate we poor mortals but slaves are, 
All chained to the glebe of our birth. 

We grab at the shadows called pleasures, 
And follow the phantom termed love. 

And cant in monotonous measures 
Of the bliss that abides us above. 

'Tis vanity all I said the psalmist, 
life 's fleeting and fickle and false : 

And happiest he who is calmest 

At heart — whom no passion enthrals. 
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A BIRTHDAY R£VKRI£. 

The callous, the cool, the collected, 
Who shake off the storm-drops like drakes. 

Are the ones by the crowd most respected 
And gather in life's choicest stakes. 

The Faust who betrays his ideal. 
The Jekyll transmuted to Hyde, 

Are types of the life that is real. 

In whose worship the worldly take pride. 

The crushing of crass competition. 

The glorification of gold, 
The homage to boundless ambition. 

The fashioning from commonest mould 

Of those who are chosen to rule us 
In county and city and state — 

Who half do coerce and half fool us 

Into deeming them wise men and great — 

I Are the earmarks of our generation. 

The birthright of this our race. 
Which red-letter days' celebration 
{ Can neither conceal nor efface. 



i The passions that fester and rankle, 

i The cavils that panker the soul, 

! Are things that but stoics with tranquil 

I Contempt for life's lapses control. 

What boots it with Fortune to quarrel, 
4 Avails it to bicker with Fate? 

Adfinem Death's lasso vdll corral 
The little as well as the great. 
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A BIRTHDAY REVERIE. 

The bones of the lowly will rattle 

Like those of the mighty, at doom; 
The end of the fiercest fought battle 

Is ever the quietest tomb. 

Hence I gaie on the grate's glowing embers, 

Evoking gaunt shadows of jet. 
And marvel your fancy remembers 

The day that I fain would forget. — 'SqS' 
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GLORIA MUNDL 

(< A ND thou too, Brutus!*' was the sentiment, 

Half in despair and hall contemningly, 
Uttered by the mightiest man since Time was first 
Evolved from Chaos. When his limpid blood — 
The sacred stream of Jove-descended sire — 
Was oozing from his body, lacerate 
With cut and thrust of the assassins' steel. 
And ere his eagle soul soared to the realms 
Where the immortal dwell immaculate 
In sacrosanct communion, once more 
His dying gaze fell on his Brutus' face. 
And a severer pang than wounds had wrought 
Shot to his heart. But Junius calmly sheathed 
His sword, and o'er the fallen demi-god 
Harangued the populace that with loud acclaim 
Hailed him a patriot who betrayed his friend 
Because he loved his country better : yta. 
His country that, even then, top-heavily 
Hung o'er a precipice — the vast abyss 
Of tyranny and of unbridled vice — 
Whither Rome fell when liberated from 
The master hand and the imperious mind 
Of Divus Caesar. 
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Since the days of Eld 

Have Day and Night, Ormuzd and Ahriman, 

Set and Osiris, Tartarus and Olympus, 
Faust and Mephisto, struggled e'er together. 

Concatenated but in strife contending, 

Each for the mastery above the other. 

And each in turn is supine and ascendant. 

Yet seems the gentler spirit weaker still 

After each combat : at the supreme moment 

Of Jekyll's struggle e*er does Hyde prevail. 

" There 's nothing so successful as success ! '* 
Is emblematic of the average mind. 

"In right there's might : and, therefore, might is right!' ' 
Circuitously and sophistically 
Reasons the crowd. It mounts the mannikin 
Upon a gorgeous throne, claps on his head 
An aureous crown, bedrapes his puny limbs 
With purple vesture, in his nerveless hands 
Places a jeweled sceptre, hails him * 'Great," 
And whirls around the dais of its lord 
In roysterous revel, as once Israel 
About the golden calf, or Sicily's swains 
Who have been bitten by tarantula. 
But when the eidolon proves impotent 
To cure all evils whereof flesh is heir. 
To clothe the naked and to feed the faint. 
To shower wealth upon the indigent. 
To dower with health the ill and invalid. 
Forthwith King Mob dethrones the recent god, 
And ignominiously tosses him 
Into the dust. 
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Hence the Augustan bard,* 
World'wise, prized happy him alone who far 
From ciTic turmoil, " from the madding crowd," 
From dross and drag of every passing day. 
From the ephemeral incidents of life, 
The wear and tear of Sisyphean toil. 
Serenely dwells on his ancestral fields — 
His own domain, however circumscribed— 
Which with a trusty few he cultivates 
To rare fruition. Leisurely his crops. 
His vines, his bees, his flocks, his flowers, all 
Receive attention meet, and each in turn 
Repays in kind his fond solicitude. 
As day declines, some neighboring eminence 
He briskly mounts to view the sunset's glow 
Illuming vale and mead with prismy hues, 
And thence repairs unto his rustic roof 
To break his fast and while the even-tide 
Away in converse sweet with wife and child : 
Or, when the changing year succumbs again 
To winter's reign, about the blazing hearth 
The household congregates and breathless lists 
To poet's lay or to romancer's tale. 
Read feelingly by sympathetic lips. 
Thus rims his placid course from day to day — 
Days lengthening into months and months to years, — 
Until his race is run, and in the midst 
Of kith and kin he lays him down to sleep. 
Returning tranquilly to Mother Earth 
After a useful beatific life 
Of humble glory. — 18^. 



*Horaoe, Epode II ; and <^, Pope's preoodona Ode on SoOtade. 
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SOMIiOW: A DIRGE. 

TN midnight's soothing gloom 
The weary soul repineth; 
The trodden spirit whineth 

In sorrow unoonceived, 
Where green the ivy twineth 
Beside the silent tomb: 

The moon-beam softly shineth 

On sadness unrelieyed 
Of mortal that reclineth 
Within this scene of doom : 

This scene where unperceived 
(As oft with hearts aggrieved 1) 
Remorse and rue up-loom. 

In midnight's silent shades 

The wearied heart outspeaketh 
. Its grief, and it outseeketh 
The most sequestered glades; — 

The tortured soul outshrieketh 
As damndd sprite in Hades*: — 

The solemn stillness wringeth 
Woe from the heart (God wreaketh 
The righteous !) and it bringeth 
A balm that never fades: — 

A balm that ever dingeth 
Unto the heart that breaketh 
No more, while flight it taketh 
Unto ethereal shades. 



*Here monoeyllabic. 
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CECILIA : THE SPIRIT OF MUSIC 

"Of Orphetw now no more let poets tell. 

To bright Cecilia ereater power is given; 

His numbers raised a Made from hell. 
Hers lift the soul to heaven." — Popb. 

'VrOBLE Cecilia I celestially, joyously dutiful : 

Saintly, indedarably, 

Holily, incom^parably 
Beautiful 1 



Ethereal Cecilia 1 ceaselessly, hopefully worshipful 

Spirit — eternally. 

Gently, supemally 
Merciful 1 

Soothing Cecilia 1 foe to Severity 1 

Arbitress of human strifes — 
Softener of human life's 

Austerity ! 

Gentle Cecilia 1 devoid of duplicity 1 

Man bows discreetly 

To thee— completely 
Felicity. 

Saintly Cecilia I Empyreal Serenity I 

Reign, Presence stately — 

Govern sedately 
Humanity! 
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THE BATTLE. 

'pHE smoke of the cuinon to heaven wis cnrlii^, 

The flanks of the anny in the valley were whirling! 
The leaders were uttering their stem, harsh commands, 
The horsemen were waving their terrible brands. 

Out spake the old general : 'llie day will be lost 
Lest yon bulwark be taken, and take it we must I 
To die for one's country, how noble, how sweet : 
Then up, fellow-soldiers, your glory to meet !" 

Rank after rank his gaae wandered o'er — 
All realised fully his terrible lore ; 
Through all that great host ran a horrible thrill. 
Suspense on each brow was written, until 
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"Charge !" cried the chief of the "Guards of the Kmg, 
Through the battle's turmoil his clear tones outring — 
Forth pressed the chargers with terrorless speed ; 
Full many brave men to their death there proceed. 

The fortress looms nearer, the guns only spake; — 
Amid the besiegers sad havoc they make: 
Man grapples with man, hand to hand now they strive — 
These moments of all human pity deprive. 



THE BATTLE. 

Hurrah 1 they have conquered. From blood-engulfed post 
Away, far away, moves the enemy's host: — 
.Why think of the wounded, the dying, the slain — 
Why think of the brave, gallant Captain Romaine. 

Yes, he too is gone 1 Nevermore shalt thou see, 
Proud England I thy noble son fighting for thee. 
He fought and he fell in his country's defence; 
His name is immortalized evermore hence. 

Why think of the carnage that followed this day ! 
Britannia has conquered: what more need we say ! 
The crisis is o'er and the day's work is done. 
The day it is ours and the victory won 1 

To die for one's country, how noble, how sweet : 
From life's joys departing, and glory to meet — 
Ay, the crisis is over, the conflict is done. 
The day it is ours and the victory won ! 
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TO A YOUNG ACTRESS, 



(GeotgiBe F.) 

/^NE of Tttania's children that contend 

In mortal ranks for fame, inspires my line : 
Gentlest of gentle fays who condescend 
A span of time in our midst to spend — 

Those fairy traits, that dainty touch of thine. 
Unto thy art the varied virtues lend 
That 'round thy form in astral halo blend. 

High, ever higher, under suns benign, 
On potent pinions may thy flight extend 
Till on thy brow Fame's laurel wreaths descend. 

Till at thy feet enamored throngs recline 

And seek communion with thy soul divine. 
My spirit's sister, thou, my cherished friend. 

Such is the hope, the wish, the prayer of mine ! 
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JUVENAL. 

C\ Junius }tt¥enalis, ancient bard, 

Whose songs sarcastically swell and surge, 
The model of a critic true thou art — 

Of vice the censor and of crime the scourge. 
How many scenes of folly and disgrace. 

How many omens of decline and fall. 
Does thy strong stylus mercilessly trace, 

The varied visions of thy verse recall I 
Again the upstart stalks in state the streets, 

The hungry clients seek their patron's home. 
Again the Senate in mock glory meets 

And we behold the dotage of great Rome : 
All phases of her life thy lays unroll — 
Thou in ignoble days of noble soul ! 
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IN MEMORIAM, 

I. TO A YOUNG POET. (O. L. W.) 

• • • Others, more subUme, 
Stmck by the envious wrath of oum or God 
Have sunk, extinct, in their effulgent prime. 

— Shbllit: AdoMois. 

'\X7EEP for the gentle youth who in hig prime 

Was severed Irom our side by cruel fate; 

Lament his death who, with a soul sublime, 

Was doomed to die when scarce at manhood's 
gate. 

No more with us thy spirit shall unite 

In propagation of a holy cause; 
No more thy faithful labors shall invite 

Our little world's unanimous applause. 
Yet while that cause one votary supplies, 

He will with reverence regard thy name ; 
And wheresoe'cr our sphere of action lies, 

Thy memory e'er a sacred place may claim : 
For tho' forever vacant is thy dais, 
We never can forget our Adonais. 



IN M£MORIAM. 



II. TO J. H. R., Jr. 

Man weaves, and is clothed with derision. 

Sows, and he shall not reap ; 
His liie is a watch or a vision 

Between a sleep and a sleep. 

•— Swinbukmb: Atalanta in Cafydon. 

^O labored lay or pompous tale 

Need tell us of thy life ; 
Enough it is that all bewail 
Thy untimely end of strife. 

O noble soul, that consciously 

Wouldst never harm another ! 
Alike frbbi yice and malice free, 

Thou call'dst each man thy brother. 

Thou'rt gone, but unforgotten here 

While those remain who knew 
Thine honest heart, thy voice of cheer. 

Thy manly mind and true. 

O, may Futurity console 

Thy weeping family's sonow — 
The hope to meet thee at the goal 

Of the Eternal Morrow ! 
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RHODUS, 

A feeling of sadness and longing 
O'erwhelms me this time of the year. 

And the blood to my fond heart is thronging 
At thought of old Rhodus e*er dear, 

When Psyche my feelings was soothing — 
When Psyche's sweet voice I would hear. 

'Twas in the drear month of December, 

In the dying year's ultimate part — 
When, in the prayerful Ember 

Days, man humbles his passion-sered heart. 

Tempers his turbulent heart. 
Disdaining those days to remember 

I could not resist arch Cupid's dart, 

I failed to elude Cupid's art. 

These were times when, a youth adolescent. 

For beauty's soft smiles I would woo. 
(Ah 1 Many a youth juvenescent 

Has done, and e'er will the same do I) 
I then thought my bliss was incessant, 

And that never my love I could rue — 

That ecstacy pure would ensue. 

Once I strayed to the hoar mount Atairo 
Which o'erlooks far the great Grecian Sea,— 

I ascended the hoar mount Atairo 
All through woods sad and sombre to see — 
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RHODUS. 

And I walked through the gloomy recesses 
With the trees bending downward full low» 

And beheld from afar the green cresses 
In the rivers that down Rhodus flow. 

But I reached not the crown of the mountain; 

As I walked in the gloom of the day, 
I heard the soft fall of a fountain 

Attuned to the voice of a fay; 
And I bent back the leaves and looked round then, 

And to me spoke i^ea, the fay, 

Thus to me spoke that powerful fay : 

"Whom thou seekst thou shalt nevermore find her. 

She has parted to Jove's realm this day; 
She has left this memento behind her, 
To be unto thee a reminder 

Of many a happ'ly spent day; 
With Juno a place is assigned her — 

Farewell thee, no more may I say !'' 
With these words her message she ended. 
But e*er to Olympus ascended. 
She held up the flower called lotus 

(That radiant ethereal fay!) 
She gave me the flower called lotus, 

And slowly then faded away. 

That Rhodian mount I descended. 
In what manner I never can tell — 

like one who his footsteps has wended 
From Heaven backward to Hell, 

Who recalled is from rhapsodies splendid 
By rapid, threnodial knell. 
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RHODUS. 

I embarked from that isle on the mcmrow. 
And mourned not its vanishing shore — 

To me 'twas an island of sorrow 
Since it harbored my maiden no more. 

A feeling of sadness and longing 
O'erwhelms me this time of the year, 

And the blood to my heart still is thronging, 
And oft from mine eyes falls a tear, 

As I gaze at that white withered lotus. 

Which I have brought hither from Rhodus 
Recalling my black-letter year. 



PyEAN SUNG AT THE FEAST 
OF BACCHUS. 

CING, O maidens bacchanalian, 
Chant in mad exultant chime, 
Gather 'round your priest Deukalion : 
Let resound these groves dsedalian 
With your dithyrambic rhyme. 

On these feast-days Dionysian 
Beats my heart with bliss divine : 

All the joys of life Elysian, — 

Satyrs, mock not in derision 1 — 
All its raptures, then are mine. 

Bacchus, thou our sire imperial. 

Son of Capitolian Jove t 
Gods, and sprites of the Aerial, 
Hero-youth and maid ethereal. 

Worship at thy shrine in love. 

License is thy pleasure real. 

Passion is thy living word ; 
In the realms of the ideal. 
In the chorus hymeneal, 

Psean-like thy strains are heard. 
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PMAJi SUNG AT THE FEAST OF BACCHUS. 

And in transport transcendental 

Follow mortals in thy train; 
From the Qty monumental 
To the home of the Oriental 

Far away, extends thy reign. 

Then, O maidens bacchanalian, 

Chant again the frantic rhyme : 
Gather 'round your priest Denkalion, 
And throughout these groyes dsedalian 
Sound the cymbal's silvery chime. 
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THE DEATH OF GREECE. 

CPEAK not to me now of Platonic trances 

Of bliss divine, 
Nor sing the praise of dithyrambic dances 

At Bacchus' shrine. 

No more, O Father Zeus, our temples harbor 

Thy sacred head ; 
For mournful winds are nghing in each arbor, 

"Fair Greece is dead." 

No longer, God of vines, thine adoration 

All hearts will wed : 
None more will heed thy tuneful invocation — 

For Greece is dead ! 

And even thou, bright Venus, art forsaken : 

In ghastly dread 
Thy votaries, at their revels overtaken, 

Cry, "Greece is dead 1 " 

All, all th' Olympian train are fast departing — 

For e'er are fled — 
And in each dell weird whispers are upstarting, 

"Great Greece is dead 1 " 
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THS DKATH OF GREBCt. 

Aje, on those fields where oft in early ages 

Immortak sped, 
Now cmel Faith's fierce controversy rag< 

While Greece is dead I 

Vefled are her charms and vanished are her treasures. 

And all is gloom ; 
And only poets will, in plaintive measures. 

Sing of her doom. 

Hence speak to me not of Platonic trances 

Of Miss divine : 
No rapturous love, nor dithyrambic dances, 

Shall more be mine f 



THE THRENODY OF ORKOS. 

The hour of parting has arrived, the farewell must be 

taken; 
Of all felicity deprived, why should old thoughts I waken ? 
Of godlike happiness deprived, my will cannot be 

shaken. 
Then let us sing the parting song as a memorial token; 
Oh, sing to me of her the song, who all her vows has 

broken; 
Oh, sing to me the threnody of how my heart was 

broken 1 

My tragicomedy of life illumed was for a time 

By her, whom queen of maids you ween, for whom I 

chant this rhyme. 
A wide expanse of life's great field before mine eyes was 

oped — 
A field for her to cultivate with all my love I hoped; 
For her to live, for her to die, I fondly, firmly hoped. 
Let every other sound be hushed and chant my threnody. 
Around me throng, and sing a song sacred to memory. 

My heart is rent, my strength is spent, my love of life is 

gone. 
In forest dell I hence will dwell, unknown, unwept, 

alone; 
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THE THRENODY OF ORKOS. 

Remembrance as my daily food, forgetfalness my aim, 
Forgetfnlness of happiness, soon lost as late it came. 
There from my woes I'll seek repose atween the forest 

shades; 
Within the care I shall Utc there of sylvan Oreads. 

Then let ns part I my wounded heart is full to bursting 

now — 
(Though I seem calm, ah t how my palm cleaves to my 

burning brow 1) 
Ve shades, avaunt ! that e'en do haunt amid my comrades 

all; 
But this once more shall my bosom's core evade your 

dread enthral ! 
Then fill the beaker to the brim and, comrades, pray to 

Heaven; 
To me no further happiness upon this earth is given 1 
Now one last glance — forlorn, askance — before I part for 

ever; 
No human eye shall more descry me by the Golden River ! 
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lANTHE. 

I. 

I^USINGS mournful long enchained me, 

Musings mournful long restrained me— 
Ere calm reason had regained me ~ 

In a land of Eld I 
Zephyrs soft but sorrow laden 

All resistance quelled, 
In enchantment by a maiden 

Was my sad soul held. 

II. 
Sweet lanthe — of whose tresses 
Black, upon my spirit presses 
Still remembrance, and it blesses 

Me in blissful dreams : 
Bright once more dim skies forsaken, 

Qear once more dry streams, 
To existence new awaken 

Where her dark eye beams. 

III. 
But accomplished is her mission; 
She is gone (O drear tradition 1) 
And the maid has ta'en transition 

To a brighter form; 
While all nature she has gladdened, 

Calmed itself the storm, 
She my heart of hearts has saddened — 

Ne'er shall die the worm. 
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lANTHK. 
IV. 

O lanthe — gone the roses 1 
And thy virgm form reposes 
In a vaolt, above it closes 

Dark the silent tomb. 
Might I 'gain be with thee roaming 

In the twilight's gloom: 
Ever I await thy coming — 

Though it be my doom. 

V, 

Vainly to forget endeavored 

Have I — life's last hopes are shivered; 

Ever on this earth dissevered 

Is thy soul from mine; 
Take this last farewell, lanthe — 

Virginal-divine — 
May my fate oblivion grant me 

'Neath the Northern pine 1 
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ULTIMA THULE. 



A RHAPSODY. 

J HAVE come from an Ultima Thule, 
I have knelt, free from passions unholy, 

At the feet of my own patron saint — 

Of a maid whom no master can paint — 
I have loved with a passion all hallowed, 
When, spirit -enraptured, I followed 

To the myrtle's mundificant shade — 
'Neath the myrtle's immaculate bowers, 
Surpassing terrestial flowers, 

Sat Psyche, in beauty arrayed. 

I abandoned those depths of desire, 
That erst filled my bosom like fire, 

At the bid and behest of my saint 

Who holds me in potent restraint. 
Who tests — by this hated hegira 
To realms 'neath the boreal Lyra — 

A passion that free is from taint; 
Who prompted by love, not by malice. 
Prevents me from draining love's chalice 

By methods so cruelly quaint. 
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ULTtHA THULE. 

Bu the eclioei ttutt call Irom the hilli. 
The m uimun that mn with the liUi, 

The cooin{> tad billii^ of doves. 
The (hadows that glide dowD the monntuns. 
The pulling and spukling of fountains, 

Impren on wj mem'iy mj love's 
Own abience from roads wheie I wutdci. 
From roods that forerer roeandet 

Bat lead not to Thulean gtorea. 

Lei my heart then take courage and fly 
To that re^on's bediamonded sky. 
Nepenthe to *eek to* my Mai and 
Avow to my Psyche that no land 
Has chaims for me, but where I End 
Id ber amis, 'roand my heaitstiiiigs entwined. 
Response to my spirit nnndy — 
Iho' chastened by worship most holy — 
That shall bcu roe, to tempters full listless. 
On the wings of a loi^ng resistless 
To Ulttma Thole. 
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All Nature tpeftks, and «veii Ideal tliliigt 
Flap shadowy sounds fron Tlsionaiy wings, 

— POS: AlAara^, 



ZANTE, 

'nriS midnight on the fairy isle of Zante, 

Among the woods fair Zephyr softly plays — 
'Tis midnight on that isle where Fate does grant thee 

Oblivion for the soul : where Hope^s sweet rays 
Illume thy path : where spirits sweet enchant thee 

And bear thy soul from Earth's to Heaven's ways; 
'Tis midnight ! from the starry canopy 
Shines forth the moon in calm serenity. 

Unbroken silence reigns the island over, 
The dells and glens in silent gloom are cast; 

Upon its paths no loiterers longer hover — 
Astarte looks upon a lonesome vast; 

Immovably the waters lie; the lover 
Of nature e'en has sought his couch at last; 

All Zante slumbers in enraptured dream, 

And uninhabited her fair slopes seem. 

All Zante, did I say? Aye, if we reckon 
Not the fair dwellers of the airy race; 

The spirits beautiful, who no man beckon 
To share their sports of happiness and grace; 

Who haunt the world from the Levant to Deccan 
In many a mazy and sequestered place; 

They who in midnight-time to nooks resort, 

And fill the air with their celestial sport. 
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ZANTE. 

There is a lake within fair Zante's centre — 
As Lethe quiet, and as Lethe deep — 

None but the boldest dare and know to enter 
The paths which lead to it — ^the fairies* keep ! 

Yet for the guileless soul there *s no preventer 
To sink upon its borders into sleep. 

And aft to wake, and undisturbed to see 

The fairies in their rapturous reverie. 

Upon this very eve the lake's wide border 
Forth-issues far a calm, resplendent light : 

About flit in fantastical disorder 
Innumerable forms of fairies bright, 

Whilst on a couch which Flora's tribe accord her — 
O exquisitely fair, O glorious sight 1 — 

Titania lies, the queen of Fairy-land, 

Ethereal ruler of the airy band. 

Pensive, yet joyful, in majestic splendor, 
The queen reclines upon the flowery bed, 

Her eyes as stars are beaming, soft and tender, 
A wreath of jacfnth crowns her beauteous head; 

Her stately presence silken vestures render — 
Concealing not — more visible instead. 

And the long hair, that flows down head and back. 

Enfolds her form as in a mantle black. 

About the queen the trees full low are bending, 
The leaves themselves seem scarcely more to move, 

Sweet Zephyr e'en his balmy breath suspending; 
All nature silence seems as if to prove 

Its meek subservience, as if intending 
To ope the fountain of perennial love; 
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ZANTE. 

In silence all abide, as if they deem 
It sacrilegious to disturb this dream. 

Half sitting now, and half on conch reclining, 
Titania gazes round about the scene. 

And sees the winsome spirit-world repining 
To hearken to the jacinth-girded queen, 

Who, all her subjects' inmost thoughts divining. 
Bids them approach that naught may intervene; 

Her bosom heaves, a thrill goes through the throng. 

As the fair goddess does begin her song : 

*' Sweet fairies ! sweet sisters 1 

I greet ye to-night : 
I greet ye, enlisters 

In the train of delight t 
Ye left each sweet bower 

Of violet blue. 
In the calm of this hour 

That called ye to view; ^ 

And came to this din^ lake 

At night-tide unseen — 
And came, as to you spake 

Titania, your queen 1 
Ye guardians of mankind, 

I called ye to-night 
To see if you can find 

Nepenthes of might. 
For ills the most evil. 

The ills of the soul 
Which demon and devil 

E'er strive to control. 
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ZANTE. 

And what can there be then 

More terribly sad. 
Than ever to see men 

By Grief driven mad ! 
Lost upon earth is 

Now Friendship's sweet charm ; 
A whole life well worth is 

A true friend's strong arm. 
In what earthly domain 

Can true friend be found ? 
There is none, I maintain. 

Where mortals abound. 
And Love, that bright passion — 

To love is to live; 
(Him who loves not, compassion 

Alone can I give) — 
Is ever decreasing 

With gain-loving man; 
'Tis time for releasing 

And help if we can ! 

** Where'er we look over 

The world's broad expanse, 
Weird spectres do hover 

And ever advance ! 
They enter the palace. 

They enter the cot. 
And nothing but malice 

By them is begot : 
They dwell on each island, 

Abide in each plain. 
All chaste they make vile, and 

All beauty they stain : — 
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2ANTE. 

They stride*o'er thefmountains 

With infinite speed; 
They poison the f ountains. 

Turn all to their creed : 
Their way ever wending 

Beyond man's control. 
Their realm is extending 

From pole unto pole 1 
The first is Ambition — 

Man's deadliest bane — 
All are doomed to perdition 

Who enter his train I 
Some few their road onward 

Have dragged to the top, — 
Conspiracy's poniard 

Compels them to di&p 1 
The next is the Longing 

For measureless wealth; 
Her lying and wronging 

Companion is Stealth 1 
Revenge and Deception 

On earth have their homes, 
While linked with Corruption 

Grim Anarchy looms 1 

''Then let each sweet sister 

Her power apply. 
These passions sinister 

(With aid from on High I) 
To drive from each region 

Of earth they infest. 
Where sorrows are legion 

And man knows no rest. 
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2ANT£. 

With love and with mildness. 

With truth and with hope, 
A garden from wildness 

Ye surely can ope. 
Then go ! ye sweet fairies, 

Each to a domain 
Where happiness rare is 

And guilt leaves its stain : 
There do your task glorious 

With hand and with heart. 
Until you, victorious, 

Accomplished your part I 
My tribe wing-bedight. 

Go whither ye list; 
Twelve moons from to-night 

Come hither to tryst : 
Till then strive for mortals 

And (when all seems serene) 
Come again to the portals 

Of Titania, your queen 1" 

The goddess ceased : and, as the song was closing. 
Unto her couch the enraptured fairies throng; 
Ecstatically, to their Queen imposing. 

They plight their vows against the rule of Wrong- 
To rescue mortals 'neath the Upas dozing 

Or writhing under Fate's tyrannic thong: 
And their sole purpose shall be to restore 
The reign of Bliss as in the days of yore. 

Titania now arises; and, outholding 
Above the fairy throng her magic wand. 
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ZANTE. 

Giyes unto them (in parting still embold'ning) 
Her final counsels and her last command; 

See ! at her back the portals are unfolding 
That lead into the realms of Fairy-land. 

The Queen descends — the fairies flee apace. 

And soon the landscape shows its wonted face. 

Once more upon the isle is silence reigning, 
But not for long : the busy orb of day 

Will drive away the darkness soon, which waning 
Already in the Orient is its sway : — 

And there f where erst the fairy- tribe was deigning 
To fill the wild-wood with its revels gay, 

The sombre lake less sad looks and forlorn. 

And all is ready for the dawn of morn. 

Such was this night upon the isle of Zante, 
Among whose woods fair Zephyr softly plays — 

Upon that isle, where Fate does ever grant thee 
Oblivion for the soul : where Hope's sweet rays 

Illume thy path : where spirits sweet enchant thee 
And bear thy soul from Earth's to Heaven's ways. 

Such was that night — may then its brightest ray 

Shed on these shores a new, a glorious day ! 



Tacetiae Tiitatiots atd Crattlatiois 



AUI.US Agbrius : Methlnks he is a wit wittier then Whittier. 
NUMRRIUS Nbgidius : Yea— but Whittier was no wit. 
A Agbrius : Why, then, perpetrates he poesy ? 
N. NSGIDIUS : Fofsooth, for better or for vtrs* 

'"Un^ublishtd Pk& [on words] of th4 Author, 



WHAT MY LOVEWROTE.'' 

TV/TINE own Cupid— 
^^^ (Oh how stupid 

That I cannot find a rhyme I) 

life is rapid — 

(Ah 1 how vapid, 
What I fain would have sublime I) 

Thee I cherish — 

(May I perish 
If I know what next to write I) 

Now and ever — 

(Well, I never 
Thought my fancy was so slight.) 

We were ranging — 

(Must I changing 
Be fore'er from theme to theme? 

Through the forest — 

(Thou abhorrest 
To recall, alas, a dream I) 

I'm despairing 

Of declaring 
What I mean : nor longer can 

Stay to follow 

Tart Apollo, 
Thee and thy erratic clan. 



^Awarded piiM by the late M. A. Dow, ed. JVavtrUy Magasiiu. 
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WHAT MY LOVE WROTE. 

All my verse's 

Charms disperses 
Some eccentric little sprite : 

May this paper 

Turn to vapor — 
For I will no longer write ! 

Lest my lover 

Shall discover — 
Hark 1 whose footsteps have I heard 

O thou cruel 

Pantagruel, 
I'll not show a single word. 

Sir 1 this case is 

By embraces 
And by kisses not condoned : 

How annoying 

And alloying 
The sweet fancies that I owned. 

Stop thy teasing I 

For appeasing 
The commotion of thy mind — 

Here, sir, read it : 

Then, — concede it — 
It is "thankfully declined !" 



ASTRA K > 

A SUMMER IDYL. 

Written as a reminiscence 

or a happy summer day, * 

Passed where Nature calmly glistens 

In the Mountains far away. « 

J^EVELING in the paths of Nature, 

Conning floral nomenclature, ^^ 

Thus one eve I gently wandered 
Where the woodland paths meandered, 
While two lithe and lovely fairies — 
How remote with them all care is ! — 
Lightly tripping at my side 
Whiled away the evening-tide. 

Many winged words were spoken. 
And the quietude was broken 
Oft by softly whispered fancies, 
Pure and bright as forest pansies. 
Thus the path we strayed alone — 
Strewed altho' with many a stone — 
Seemed to be the softest lawn, 
Dewdrop-clad in morning's dawn; 
And the odor of young flowers 
Was exhaled from magic bowers; 
While there came to our ears 
Tones like Music of the Spheres. 
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ASTRAY. 

Thus we passed the time away 
On that livelong summer daj; 
This and more we would divine — 
All nnconsdotts of design — 
As we wandered without plan 
Far removed from struggling man : 
But no grace the sky imparts 
To those heeding not their hearts, 
Whom the passion of their beating 
Callous makes to Time's entreating. 
Suddenly we upward gazed, 
Speechless stood and much amazed: 
Can these trees, now so sinister, 
Be the same that softly glister 
When the golden Orb of life 
Makes the day with beauty rife ? 
Can it be that he, departing. 
Leaves our hearts, with rapture starting 
But just now, to feel deep sorrow 
And to doubt there is a Morrow? 
Were those paths with beauty laden, 
That seemed leading unto Aiden, 
Still the same as these which Darkness 
Hath encased in sombre starkness? 
Where the birds and where the flowers 
That beguiled our noonday hours? 
All, alas t are now departed. 
Leaving us, the Three, faint hearted: 
All, alas ! so soon are vanished. 
As if by some demon banished. 
Jealous who of mortal joys 
Thus our phantasies destroys. 
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Then we gazed upon each other, 
Striving our fears to smother. 
And I saw the shadows rise 
In her winning soft brown eyes, 
Till the other virgin spoke — 
Thus the dismal stillness broke : 
<*Can we ne'er oblivion borrow 
Of the sorrows of the morrow; 
Must, upon Elysian meadows, 
Life still shed its fitful shadows; 
May we nevermore forget 
The meshes of Arachne's net? 
Why does sunshine now relieve us. 
Only later to deceive us? 
Hasten, hasten, for the light 
Slowly thickens into night — 
When these paths, forlorn and lonely. 
Are the haunts of demons only : 
Onward, onward, or we never- 
More will hear the Golden River, 
But will wander, soon and late. 
Goaded by the lash of Fate." 

But I spoke in soothing strain 
That they might no more complain : 
"Know that never shall Disaster 
On your brows of alabaster 
Settle with his sable pinion 
While ye are in my dominion. 
For no moment would I falter 
To lay down on Friendship's altar 
Even life itself, lest Sorrow 



«7 



ASTRAY. 

On your brow impress her furrow. 
But such sacrifice our Fate 
Surely does not contemplate* 
Know you not, my gentle Sisters, 
Tho the sun no longer glisters, 
Tho* by darkness overtaken, 
In these forest paths forsaken, 
Tliat aerial guardian spirits 
Succor you whose virtue merits 
Such protection — ^whose pure souls 
Envied are by woodland ghouls? 
From the sky obscured to sight 
Will they call a beacon light, 
That shall guide us through the night ; 
Gazing on its astral lustre 
You once more may courage muster. 
Knowing that by hands angelic 
Hitherward to earth this relic 
Of the galaxy was brought — 
Lo, fulfilled behold my thought !" 

Even as I spoke, a light — 
Faint at first and very slight — 
Seemed to struggle through the trees, 
Gently shaken by the breeze. 
Bright and brighter still it grew. 
Purest azure was its hue, 
And the dherished path made plain 
That we long had sought in vain. 
Skeptics bold and scoffers arrant 
Will maintain it is apparent. 
That the lumin thus forthwelling 
Issued from some distant dwelling. 
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Let them sneer for aught I care, 

Klnowing that my consorts fair 

By some miracle or magic 

Saved were from those pathways tragic, 

That some high interposition 

Freed us from our strange condition, 

And that Heaven itself extends 

Greeting to my virginal friends — 

Conscious that celestial bowers 

Ne*er held purer, holier flowers. 

Than the winsome happy twain 

(Eleonoraand Elaine) 

Whose sweet selves my soul imbued 

In that rural solitude 1 
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THE GREATEST BLISS. 

J ASKED a soldier this: 
O tell me— name 
For me the greatest bliss 
That in the world there is. 
He answered : ' 'Fame ! ' ' 

And next I asked a miser 

It to tmfold. 
Quoth he: "No one is wiser 
Than life's vain joys' despiser, 

'Tte gold I" 

A sailor now I ask 

To tell it me: 
<*True, 'tis an easy task; 
In bat one place I bask — 

The sea I" 

A learned doctor then 

I sought. 
One moment stopped his pen : 
''The greatest bliss for men 

Is thought!" 

A lover last I tried 

To tell that bliss. 
He smilingly replied, 
And under smiles he sighed : 

"A kiss!" 
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THE LADY OF BERMUDA. 

HTHOU dweller in the erer vernal isle, 

Where once the dusky Indian warrior wooed a 
Fair maiden free horn, fin de sUcU guile— 
Thou transitory denisen of Bermuda 

Should*st not find fault when my unvarnished rhyme 
Refers to thy augmented form, for food a 

Most salutary thing is since Pire Time 
First stepped from Chaos earthward to Bermuda. 

Victoria Regina is obese, 
And to great Juno poets ne'er allude a 

Moment sans picturing her voluptuous ease- 
Hence do not chide, thou dweller in Bermuda. 

Would that to me of Byron's pen the might. 
Of Shelley's fire there had e'en accrued a 

Modicum modest, that with second sight 
I could extol the magic of Bermuda. 

I'd sing of constantly inconstant belles 
Who thither fly, and to whose side is glued a 

Peculiar specimen of Hibernian swells 
Whilst walking on the beaches of Be rmuda 

I'd sing how there the playful crocodile 
Diverts the children, that in tender mood a 
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THE LADY OF BERMUDA. 

Trim little nursery-maid may her time beguile 
With stalwart soldier stationed at Bermuda. 

And while the maid thus flirts, the mistress flits 
To the verandah where some fatuous dude a 

Budget of airy nothingness emits, 
Revamping all the gossip of Bermuda. 

An idlers' paradise and invalids', 

Where tranquilly the worshipers of Buddha, 
Columbia's sons and of the Pyramids, 

Bask in the balmy breezes of Bermuda. 

Long, long ago, in hallowed halcyon days, 
I trod the globe from Hoboken to Buda, 

And never fancied that my latter lays 
Would pseans be to dwellers in Bermuda. 

Alas, my azure dream of life is o'er; 

Else would my Muse not fabricate so rude a 
Rhymed effusion for that distant shore 

Where calmly dwells my Lady of Bermuda. 

The song is closed : the singer still remains 

To Gotham bound — but when in kindly mood, a 

Stray thought of thine may recompense his pains 
To be the uncrowned Laureate of Bermuda. 
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THE LOVER'S LAMENT. 

"But, alack, my hand is ■worn. 
Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn/'T 

— Lovi^s Labor Lett. 

Y^ gcx^ ill Olympus on high, 

Oh 1 hear me give vent to my woes 1 
Of all most unhappy am I — 

Pennit me my tale to disclose : 
Pray grant me to say how I loved, 

To utter this tale of my woe; 
If one by the same be not moved, 

He the pangs of pure love does not know. 

The altar at which I did bow 

Was Mary, the bar-maid, my soul; 
(All who knew her, adored her, I trow. 

Submissive beneath her control) : 
To that angel my heartstrings did cling. 

For that angel my fond heart repined. 
And about that same angel I'll sing 

And relieve thus my overwrought mind. 

I knew her through William departed — 
Who shot himself down at the Bend 

Because she, the haughty, proud-hearted, 
Her ear to his suit would not lend — 
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And since that I know her, my fortnne 
Hai Tanished, as leaves from the trees, 

For I, the poor lover, importune, 
Could do naught but fulfill her decrees. 

She made me abide by her wishes 

(Apollo ! thy pardon extend !) 
And even to wash off her dishes — 

Yet naught could her wild ways amend. 
Though patience I practiced, no longer 

The paiigs of my love could I stand. 
And I asked (which my language was stronger 

Tlian Webster's by far) Mary's hand ! 

I told her with much of transgression 

How I loved her, adored her from sight, 
Of her all else destroying. impression. 

How she was my sad bosom's delight. 
Yet my life's blood was frozen within me 

As she said, in a business like tone: 
<*Last night have I talked with Maginley, 

And now — well, he calls me his own !' 

Ye gods in Olympus on high ! 

You heard me give vent to my woes; 
Of all most unhappy am I — 

To you must my tale I disclose. 
Then, Jupiter, down with thy bolts, 

And dash into pieces the twain; 
For he, who this sad tale unfolds. 

Calls on thee for vengeance again. 
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TO SALLIE. 



(A poetical cjctntYagatta on die plan of Thackcny't "Pw of 

Umivaddy.") 



RALLIES many are: 

Tbere 's the legal sally, 
Heard at Themis' bar 

Sympathies to rally; — 
Sallies on the stage, 

In the corps de ballet^ 
Sallies of the sage. 

Or the h'English vaiet. 

But with none of these 

WUl to-day I dally, 
Howsoe'er they please 

Folks in hill and valley : 
Not the legal one. 

Nor that of the galley- 
Slave, nor that **for fun," 

Nor the witty sally. 

Different the design 
Upon which I ponder, 

'Which this mind of mine 
Fills with awe and wonder : 
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to SALLIE. 

Let me therefore put — 
To complete the tally — 

She 's a noble but 
Inconsistent Sallie. 

With her sweetest smile 

She would have me know 
That my verse's style 

Is too much like POB : 
Yet her view accords 

With my tastes erratic, 
If like Poe's my words — 

Why, they are Po-etic I 

Since I court the Muse — 

Tho' the Law my trade is — 
Seldom I refuse 

Wish of winsome ladies. 
Mine is not a face 

Qear-cut like intaglio. 
Nor the facile grace 

Of a St. Carvalho: 
Still I am sincere — 

Tho' sarcastically 
Sometimes I appear, 

Inconsistent Sallie — 
(I appeal to her 

Mercy for this line : 
Human 'tis to err, 

To forgive, divine 1) 
Knew I but the ways 

Of Shakspere — or of Schuster- 



TO SALLIE. 

I would chant her praise 

Proudly as a rooster : 
Had I Byron's gift — 

Or that of "Charles O' Malley" 
I'd my voice uplift 

For the gentle Sallie 1 
Both in dale and vale, 

And in street or alley, 
I would tell the tale 

Of the artless Sallie; 
I'd compare the sky 

Of the fair I-taly 
To the beaming eye, 

Soul-inspired, of Sallie ! 

Yet, alas, I am 

Only a plain-spoken 
Parallelc^am- 

Poet ofHo-boken. 
Hence my efforts can 

To the hope but rally, 
That Heaven e'er will span 

Sheltering arms o'er Sallie; 
And I close this strain, 

Lest I fail sig-nally 
Favor to retain 

With my friend, Miss Sallie. 
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MARY JANE. 

A Reverie by a Dejected Bader. 

TO I thou art standing 'modgst thy pots and kettles, 

Like Venus vain — 
Thy hand is busy as the small boy whittles, 

O Mary Jane I 

Thy face is beaming in celestial beauty, — 

Though the profane 
Might say the stove performs its heating duty, 

O Mary Jane I 

Thine eyes are busy o*er the viands ranging 

To leave no stain; 
Thy culinary skill at instants changing, 

O Mary Jane! 

Yet now and then thy gentle cheeks are blushing — 

Ah, wouldst that pain 

Reward that now to my heart's core is gushing, 

O Mary Jane I 

And now thy nose the odors is inhaling. 

Fit Venus e'en — 
Whilst I my fate am bitterly bewaiUng, 

O Mary Jane 1 
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MARY JAMB. 

And now thy lips, the pearly teeth displaying, 

Again and 'gain 
Do smack thy work, thy mind its value weighing, 

O Mary Jane I 

And now thou add'st a few herbs aromatic. 

From cnp'board ta'en. 

Thy task is done, thou wait'st for bell emphatic, 

O Mary Jane ! 

Thine arch Milesian ears are wide distended 

To hear with main; 
The gong now sounds, thy vigil now is ended, 

O Mary Jane ! 

Lo, through yon door thy fair form is departing 

With smile urbane. 
While from mine eyes the briny tears are starting, 

O Mary Jane I 

Hence have I wrought this psean of my anguish. 

Which ne'er will wane — 

For after thee my heart will ever languish, 

O Mary Jane 1 
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THE MIRACLE OF CEPHAS COOK. 

UE who doth this tale unfold 
Was a ruthless mmer bold — 
Wretched rook: 

Wondrous miracle performed 
On him, lived he and reformed : 

List and look 1 

'Twas upon a gloomy day 
In a region far away — 

The wind shook — 

In a region yet unknown, 
That I sauntered, all alone. 

By a brook. 

0*er my head rose aged pines. 
Whilst behind came dismal whines 

From a nook; 

Oft I thought I heard a lisp. 
Saw a distant Will-o* -the- Wisp — 

Dared not look. 

Suddenly I heard a voice 

Call — ^to hear I had no choice — 

" Cephas Cook ! " 
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THE MIRACLE OF CEPHAS COOK. 

Round I gazed and no one saw, 
Short and shorter breath did draw, 

Soul forsook. 

Then I thought my mind astray, 
Whilst in that tract far away 

The wind shook. 

Upward gazed 1 and saw a sight, 
Saw a face encircled bright — 

Flight I took. 

But again the silence broken 
Was; again the words were spoken: 

" Cephas Cook ! 

*< Mercy on thy soul hath taken 
God; thy conscience to awaken 

Read this book!*' 

Oped before me was a tome, 
O'er that page my bleared eyes roam-* 

Dazed I look : 

Record read of all my deeds — 
Terrible to him who reads 

In that book. 

Onward read, till down in daze 
Sank I, in that mystic place, 

By the brook. 

From that day my ways were changed; 
Shunned all riot, — soul enstranged — 

like the yuck." 
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THE MIRACLE OF CEPHAS COOK. 

Loathed the life I erst had led — 
^ Thought with which I built my shed, 

^ Pastor's crook. 
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Many termed what me befel, 
Day-dream in a forest dell — 

(Like Mourzook) 

Scorned this tale of heaven's great love : 
Heaven's curse — ^my case to prove — 

Them o'ertook. 

Thus, then, with his lot content. 
From the world a hermit went 

Cephas Cook. 

In that region yet unknown 
Built my shed I, pray alone. 

By the brook ! 
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CHARITY. 

A crowd of boys, out on a holiday, 

Found a chamelion, gasping, on the way; 

Each in his turn the curious creature viewed 

And marveled greatly at so strange a brute. 
« Why ! '* cries one urchin, as his bright eyes pas^ 

Over the saurian, " 'tis as green as grass ! " 
" Pshaw ! " shouts another, " surely you can't see; 

Blue our animal seemed just now to me." 
<' Black," screams the next one; "gray," a fourth 
exclaims; 

And straightway each a different color names. 

Confusion reigns supreme, they come to blows — 

And soon chamelion-hued appears each nose. 

Meanwhile the kindler of the youngsters' ire 

Is left, forgotten, slowly to expire. 

Thus 'tis too oft with charity on earth : 
Men see a sufferer in deepest dearth; 
They come and criticize and contemplate. 
And when they start to help— it is too late ! 
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SYBILLA. 

AN ITAUCLOGUB. 
ProfeMor Antiquus. The Guide. 

THE PROFESSOR: 

nPELL me, cicerone, O thou rubro-nasal, 

Where upon the cloud-capped crown of this bald 
mountain 
Lived, ere she departed, one weird woful woman, 

Nominate Sybilla. 

Let me hear her story, sombre-tinted signor. 
Whence she came, and wherefore she has left thus 

sudden. 
Speak and tell me truly, non-hyperbolizing, 

O erythro-rhinal I 

THE GUIDE: 

Much it is thou askest, antiquated mortal, 
Professorial genius of the race called Saxons ! 
Still will I inform thee of her mystic mission : 

Ope thy tympanum. 

A biennial period has elapsed since first she 
Stepped from unknown regions into our village. 
Sought abode in one of these gigantic cavae. 

Called herself Sybilla. 
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SYBILLA. 



/ Skilled in necromancy, with the village beldams 

High renown soon gained she for her wondrous fore- 
sight, 
Mysteries revealing of the past and future — 

Questioning the stars. 

From her form forth-issued wondrous fascination : 
But the love all bore her was with fear commingled, 
Feeling strangely startled in the potent presence 

Of that dame supernal. 

Free access to dwellings had she at all moments, 
Gliding like a shadow through the ancient doorways; 
While the host but mumbled, moping in the moonlight, 

" It is well, Sybilla ! " 

When his red rays Phoebus darted on the nation, 
When her fair beams Luna sent on globe tellurian, 
To and fro she flitted, Cerberus only saying, 

««Itiswell, Sybillal" 

Thus she lived among us for a span tri-mensual — 
Through that admirable year's autumnal portion — 
Lived and prayed and flitted, reverence receiving 

From confiding mortals. 

Suddenly she vanished — left no trace behind her I 
With herself there vanished multifarious objects — 
Watches, watch-chains, brooches, ornaments and 
trinkets — 

Gk)ne forevermore. 
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Do not look thus ovine, antiquated stranger 1 

For my tale's completion wavering faith restore 

wiU, 
Just as was her neighbors' who at 6rst no more said : 

" It is weU, SybiUa." 

TVuthy however, triumphed in the explanation 
That she had been summoned by her potent Master, 
Where she now was dwelling, praying for the souls of 

Those of Villacosa. 

By her force attractive, which I erst while mentioned — 
Call it magnetism, professorial sceptic ! 
She had been succeeded, without wish or knowledge. 

By the missing ones : 

Watches, watch-chains, brooches, ornamental trinkets, 
Followed — just as whilom Hamelin's famous piper 
Was escorted homeward by the wondering children — 

And returned no more. 

Soon in crystal clearness was her fame resplendent. 
And her name the theme of constant invocation, 
Till the welkin rang with load vociferations — 

" It is weU, SybiUa." 

This, then, is her story, pedagogic fossil. 
Professorial genius of the genus Saxon, 
Rightly have I spoken; may Sybilla bless thee I — 

Quoth the cicerone. 
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A SONG OF THE RHINE. 



T^HIS song of mine 

Is a song of the Rhine 
Of the beautiful German vallejrs, 
As it ebbs and swells, 
And its tide propels 

By the radiant vine-clad alleys. 

Whilst without repose 
It serenely flows 

Far through the German land, 
From the high hills down 
Upon it frown 

Historic castles grand. 

Now it speeds along 
With a current strong 

Through rugged mountain-pass : 
Now it slowly glides 
And softly strides 

O'er verdant meadow-grass. 

Past many a town, 
With its steeples brown, 

It runs in headlong course; 

■Of 



A SONG OF THE RHINE. 

Nor stops to think, 
When on its brink 

Neighs the proud warrior's horse. 

Now past relics old, 
And now thro' a wold 

Of towering aged oaks, 
Where beneath the trees, 
With a noble's ease, 

The gipsy lounging smokes. 

Thus it runs across. 
As the albatross, 

With thought of no return, 
Till in mingled motion 
With the far-off ocean 

The sky-blue waves will churn. 

Where the Dutch their towns 
Build upon the downs, 

And the water's force is broke. 
And in patient toil 
Force their native soil 

From the sea with iron yoke : 

There the beautiful Rhine 
Does at last recline 

In the arms of the German Ocean, 
Whilst its tiny fount 
In the Switzer's mount 

Thrills and throbs with strange emotion. 
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A SONG OF THE RHINE. 

There is many a river 
On the earth, wheresoever 

Our weary footsteps tread; 
Yet there's none so fine 
As the river Rhine, 

Whatsoe'er men say or said. 

There's the Amazon, 
And the surging Don 

In the vast Sarmatian vales : 
There's the Hudson wide — 
The New Yorker's pride — 

But the Rhine o'er all prevails. 



Let the Austrian say : 
*' Lo 1 the Danube gay 

Is the river of my pride 1 
Let the Gaul sing the tone 
Of the Seine or the Rhone- 
All these I still deride. 
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For the Rhine is the river 
Of my heart forever — 

Hence my soul to this tribute rallies 
Aye, this song of mine 
Is a song of the Rhine 

Of the beautiful German valleys ! 
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THE FLUTES. 

I. 

PI EAR the player with his flute- 
Wooden flute- 
How he rouses with its clamor 
Dozing gaffer, drowsy gammer, 
Even tho' deaf and mute 1 
How he toots, toots, toots. 

At his ¥rindow in the night. 
Every passer-by he hoots 

With a frantical delight. 
As he toots, toots, toots, 

In the balmy air of night t 
Ah I what euphony there dwells 
In the sound of his toot; 
Ah I what sweet joys he foretells 
With his flute, flute, flute— 
With the blowing, and the flowing of the music 
from bis flute. 

II. 
Hear the merry wedding flute. 

Silver flute I 
What a world of happiness it helps to constitute 
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THE FLUTES. 

Through the fragrant air of night 
How he toots with delight 
Without artifice of notes, 

All in tune : 
What a gush of music floats 
To the youngster who is listening like a loon 1 
How it swells ! 
How it dwells 
On the future state of bliss 
Of the newly wedded couple. 
Who think of no earthly trouble 
, At such sounds as this — 
At the sound of his flute, 
Of his flute, flute, flute, flute. 

Flute, flute, flute— 
At the rhyming and the chiming of his flute. 

III. 

Hear the ancient withered flute — 

Used-up flute 1 
What a tale of human madness 
And of melancholy sadness 

It does constitute I 
Now unqualified to toot. 
It can only hoot, hoot 

Out of tune; 
In a frenzy of desire 
Its last tones seem to aspire 

To the moon. 
Oh, the flute, flute, flute- 
Now no more does it refute 

Wan despair 1 
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How it hoots, how it toots, 
Wafting tales of ill reputes 

From its lair. 
Yet the air is confident — 

Yet the air it fully knows ^ 

From the falling and the rising, i 

From the daring and despising, 
How the player's sentiment | 

Ebbs and flows: — ,' 

Yet each listening watchful ear, 

'Mid the marring and the moving, 

'Mid the mad and vain reproving. 
Plainly, clearly still can hear 

How the idiocrasy 

Of the player's symphony. 

How his idiosyncracy 
0)mes and goes 
By the creaking and the squeaking. 
By the noisy awful speaking. 
Of the ancient, mad and shrieking 

Flute:— 
Of the flute, flute, flute, flute. 

Flute, flute, flute- 
By the painful, horrid yelling 
And all human joys dispelling 

Noise of the flute ! 

IV. ! 

Hear the last tones of the flute — 

Dying flute ! « 

Ah 1 alas, its mournful fate 

Admits of no dispute. 
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In the stillness of the night, 
How we shiver with affright 

At the melancholy moaning of its hoot ! 
For each singular sound that toots 
From the old and rotten flutes 

Is a squeak. 
And the people — ah ! the people up aloof, 
They that dwell beneath the rafters of the roof 

All the week, 
And who tooting, tooting, tooting, 
Feel a glory in transmuting 

All the happy population 
Into wretches dull and weak — 
They are not of human ken — 
They are not of mortal men — 

They are torturers of creation 
Who their vengeance wildly wreak : 
And their chief it is who toots 
All day long upon the flutes. 

And his heartless bosom swells 
At the tones of the flutes 1 

And he dances and he yells 
(Herald of a hundred hells 1) 
In a mad infernal rhyme 
At the moans of the flutes — 
Of the flutes: 
Keeping time, time, time, 
In a dythirambic chime 
To the groans of the flutes: — 

Keeping time, time, time, 
In a mad bacchantic chime 
To the shrieks of the flutes — 
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In a diabolic rhyme 
To the freaks of the flutes :» 

Of the flutes, flutes, flutes, flutes, 

Flutes, flutes, flutes — 
To the moaning of the flutes: 

Of the flutes, flutes, flutes, flutes. 

Flutes, flutes, flutes— 
To the groaning of the flutes I 
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CHARLIE McCREE. 

(Inspired by "Annabel Lee.") 

TT isn't so very long ago 

As to be forgotten by me, 
That there lived a fellow whom all did know 

By the name of ** Charlie " McCree — 
And that felMw lived with no other thought 

Than to drink and be drunk with me. 

I was a tramp and he was a tramp 

In a country by the sea; 
But we loved with a love that was more than love, 

I and my " Charlie *' McCree— 
With a love that the winged hands of the law 

Coveted him and me. 

This was the reason that, some time ago. 

In this country by the sea. 
Constables pounced upon us two 

And took off my " Charlie " McCree : 
Aye, one cruel constable then 

Bore him away from me, 
And barred him up in a prison-pen 

In this country by the sea. 
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CHARLIE MoCR£E. 

No other tramps within those camps 

Were half so happy as we : 
That, ah I was the reason all other tramps 

Were envying him and me : — 
And THAT was the reason (as all men knew 

In this country by the sea) 
Constables came down on us two, 

Bearing off my <* Charlie " McCree. 

But our friendship was stronger by far than the friend- 
ship, of those who were older than we — 
ship, of those who were wiser than we — 

And neither the fellows below at the Bend, 
Nor those in the hostelry, 

Shall ever dissever my soul from the soul* 
Of my chum, of my " Charlie McCree. 

For the moon never beams, but before me there seems 

To be flitting the form that was he; 
And the sun never shines, but my fond heart repines 

For my pal, for my " Charlie *' McCree : 
And oft at night-tide I repose at the side 
Of the prison where Charlie, my chum, must abide — 

At his prison-pen by the sea — 
In this country by the sea. 



" We have but ha]f-«ouLi, [Charlie], and my soul 
Must have joined yoon to make a perfect whole I 



^MiM M. £. Bbaodon. 
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THE REWARD OF MERIT.* 

nrilERE is a class of skeptics, of people who declare 

That ne'er upon this earth is found reward of merit fair, 
'lis for such, and their disciples, that this story I relate 
Of one who found a just reward for noble deed and great. 

The scene is on a boulevard, the time this very year, 
Within a great and famous town no thousand miles from 

here; 
Of carriages a number vast is rolling to and fro. 
And ladies fair without compare gaze on the throng 

below. 

But, see ! a stir is in the crowd; all people rush aside, 
And through the vista in the throng that thus is opened 

wide 
Two horses rush, with bits of foam, in headlong, mad 

career; 
Behind, the carriage inmates scream aloud in frantic fear ! 

Is there no arm to save them now? Must thus they 6nd 

their death? 
Upon the street each loiterer holds in suspense his breath 

*Bated on a newspaper paragraph. 
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THE REWARD OF MERIT. 

As forth there speeds— a man? Ah, nol a youth of 

slender form; 
A stripling he, thus daringly, resolves to brave the storm ! 

On, on the chargers rushing come with unretarded force ; 
Bravely the youth springs forth and grasps the reins o^ 

the foremost horse I 
He's dragged along I He*s lost 1 Ah, no, for God will 

shield the brave 1 
Now, as before, one effort more — ^and still they stand 

and grave. 

And from the vehicle steps forth a man known far and 

wide, 
A merchant and his daughter fair — ^her haughty father's 

pride. 
He takes the lady by the hand, he looks upon our lad; 
Hands bruised and torn, and mien forlorn, a spectacle 

full sad ! 

How many a heart within that throng it filled with envy 
now! 

"Would I were he," is each one's thought, "whom 
Croesus ¥dll endow. '^ 

Haply e'en on the reader's mind dawn dreams of real 
estate. 

And sources grand at youth's command — ^but why antic- 
ipate ? 

The merchant quickly dries a tear; a heavy purse he 

draws; 
He gently strokes our hero's head-— one moment does 

he pause ! 
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THE REWARD OF MERIT. 

Then falters out in accents strange : "She's saved— my 

darling daughter I" 

He mildly, suavely takes his hand, and gives to him a. 

quarter ! 

There is a class of skeptics— of people who declare 
That ne*er upon this earth is found reward of merit fair; 
'Us for these and their believers that this incident I tell; 
Now let them hide their heads in shame, and ponder on 
it well ! 



AN EPITAPH. 

FVom the German of Immanad K«at. 

^XThat follows after life, is screened by sable curtain; 

Our duties here on earth alone are fixed and certain : 
And hopelessly shall ne'er sink into Death's dark night 
Who, doing right, has faith, and, having faith, does right. 
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THE FIRE DEMON, 

TN the deepest depth of midnight Tainly sought my 
soul repose, 
Thinking of the tribulations that the future might dis- 
close, 

Thinking of that lonesome limbo where the spirits weird 
abide, 

When I heard a sudden rustling — ^heaid a faint uncertain 
bustling 

Coming from the fireside. 

From my couch I sprang erect, viligant and circumspect, 

And my vision did direct to the half-expired blaze ; 
Lo ! in vdldly weird position I beheld an apparition — 

As if hid in mist or haze, saw I there a pallid face. 

Saw a superhuman face. 

Thence where did that figure cluster, came a transient 
lurid lustre. 

And my soul with terror stricken issued forth a startled 
shriek ; 

Down the chimney roared the blast — but another glance 
I cast 

At the hearthstone, and at last did the apparition speak. 

Did the grisly terror speak : 
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THE FIRE DEMON. 

"Of the fire I am King : when the clamorons bells out- 
ring, 
When in mad turmoil they swing, 'tis my sole delight; 
For their groans announce the fire, which with potent 
awful ire 
Ranges high from ground to spire, gleaming bright — 

Gleaming, beaming thro* the night. 

"I am Demon of the fire ! all the world is my dominion, 
From the North-pole to the South-pole fly I on iEolian 
pinion ; 
I am Monarch of the fire 1 nothing may withstand my 
ire, 
When at last my powers tire, lo 1 my hearth looks dis- 
mal, dire — 

I am Demon of the fire. 

"How I hurry thro' the forests ! how I speed along the 
plain! 
Devastation to creation I man's frail efforts I disdain ; 
How my heart thrills with desire to behold it mounting 
higher. 
Ever higher, higher, higher — ^till it reach its funeral- 
pyre. 

I am Demon of the fire 1" 

"Fiend 1" I shrieked when he had ended, "go from 
whence thou hast ascended. 
Go till with the embers blended whence thy lurid 
way was wended, 

To return here nevermore." 
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THE FIRE DEMON. 

But his beaming eyes were seeming, to my soul half lost 
in dreaming, 
Of phantasmal ghostly gleaming, and the lustre from 
them streaming 

Seared my sombre bosom's core. 



On the morrow I awoke, but until th' unknown Hereaf- 
ter, 
In mine ears.there still shall ring, to my memory shall 
cling, 

Peals of fell demoniac laughter. 

And I sank upon my knees, and to Him poured out the 
love — 
To the Preternatural Being, who the universe rules o'er: 

God be praised for evermore. 
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THE RING OF POL YCRA TES. 

From the Gennan of Schiller. 

TJPON his castle's battlement 

He stood with joyous self-content, 
The stately Samos to descry : 
"All this beneath my rule does bend: 
O King of E^ypt, mighty friend, 

Acknowledge now that happy I." 

*'To thee the gods did grant their grace; 
For they who once held equal place 

With thine, now feel thy scepter's might. 
Still can I not proclaim thy bliss; 
One foeman yet of all there is, 

Who may arenge them in the fight." 

And ere the king his discourse ends, 
A messenger Miletus sends. 

Whose hurried words these tidings bear : 
" Sacrific incense let ascend, 
And let, O prince 1 the laurel lend 

A fillet to thy godlike hair. 
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THE KING OF POLYCRATBS. 

** Pierced by a spear thy foeman fell; 
This joy! til message thee to tell 

I'm sent by faithful Polydore." 
And lo ! forth from its black incasement 
He draws, unto the twain's amazement, 

A well-known head, bedecked with gore. 

The monarch steps back with abhorrence : 
*' Though luck be shed on thee in torrents, 

Yet know, such fortune ne'er can last. 
Remember, on the fickle wave 
Thy fleet the winds and storms must brave — 

Thy doubtful bliss destroys one blast." 

But ere yet finished his narration, 
He hears the public exultation 

That from the roadstead far prevails : 
And richly laden with the stores 
Of foreign lands, to native shores 

Returns the fleet with swelling sails. 

Then said the loyal guest, astonished : 
*' Fate smiles on thee — ^yet be admonished. 

And fear frail Fortune's fickleness. 
For lo ! the savage Cretan swarms 
Threaten thy shores and,, skilled in arms. 

Nigh to yon harbor may progress." 

Scarce had these words escaped his lips, 
Behold 1 a throng pours from the ships. 

And "Victory! " resounds afar; 
" From hostile hands we are delivered — 
The Cretan foe lies tempest-shivered — 

And terminated is the war I " 
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THE KING OF POLYCRATES. 

The monarch hearkens with amazement : 
" Happy thou art in my appraisement — 

Yet still thy luck evokes my care. 
The envy of the gods I fear; 
For pleasure unalloyed by tear 

Has fallen to no mortal's share. 

" Success has crowned my efforts ever: 
In all as king I did endeavor 

The favor of the gods was mine; 
But once I had an heir beloved— 
Him Zeus has from this earth removed — 

I paid my debt at Fortune's shrine. 

*' Hence, wouldst thou guard thyself from pain. 
Beseech thou the immortal train 

With grief to temper fortune's flow : 
None have I known to die in pleasure, 
On whom the gods, with boundless measure. 

From Plenty's horn their gifts bestow. 

« But if fulfillment fail to lend 
Thy prayer the gods, then heed a friend, 

And do thyself misfortune court; 
And that which does of all thy treasure 
Afford to thee the greatest pleasure, 
Take it and cast in yonder port ! " 

The other cries, induced by fear : 
*< Of all things on the island here. 

This ring the dearest is to me : 
This to the Fates I consecrate, 
Thus to escape their envious hate" — 

And throws the trinket in the sea. 
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THE KING OF POLYCRATES. 

And at the morrow morn drew nigh, 
A fisherman, with cheerful eye, 

Before the ruler came and spake : 
O prince, behold, this fish I caught — 
None better e'er my net has fraught; 

To thee the same as gift I take." 

And when the fish was cut asunder, 

The cook, perplexed and filled with wonder. 

Unto the prince himself betook : 
" See, sire 1 the self-same ring you wore, 
The fish within his body bore — 

O boundless, endless is your luck." 

Amasis turns away in terror : 
"What I beliered, has proved no error; 

No longer can we two be friends: — 
The great gods thy destruction cherish; 
Hence flee I, lest with thee I perish " — 

Forthwith embarks and homeward wends. * 



• Translator's Note. Polycxates, Tyrant of Samos 
(contemporary with Pisistratus at Athens) , was ultimately (53a B.C.) 
cnidfietjf-bat not on "a cross of gold." 
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ETERNITY, 

FVom the Genun of Friedrich Rodcot. 

QHIDHER, the ever-youthful, spoke: 

Once by a town I chanced to pass, 

From trees a man the ripe fruit broke — 

I asked since when the town there was. 
He spake, and plucked the ripe fruit still : 
" Ever the town stood on this hill, 
And thus forever stand it will." 

Five hundred years their course had rolled, 
When I again that roadway strolled. 

No vestige of that town I found, 

A shepherd played the pipe, alone; 
His herd was grazing all around — 

I asked since when the town was gone. 
He spake, still sounding forth his lays : 
<* Whilst one thing grows, t'other decays. 
My pasture's here for countless days." 

Five hundred years their course had rolled, 
When I again that roadway strolled. 
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ETERNITY. 

I found a sea with billowy roll, 

A 68herman threw his nets afar; 
And as he rested from heavy poll 

I asked since when the waves there are. 
He spake, and strange the smile he wore : 
While yon the wild waves froth and roar. 
The fisher seeks and hath sought this shore.'' 

Five hundred years their course had rolled, 
When I again that roadway strolled. 

Mine eyes upon a woodland dwelled. 
And on a man within its shade; • 

WhUst with the ax a tree he felled, 
I soked what age that forest had. 

He spake : "This wold has sheltered well. 

For livelong days, my humble cell ; 

And here forever will I dwell. *^ 

Five hundred years their course had rolled, 
When I again that roadway strolled. 

I found a dty there, and filled 
Its mart with eager cry and hoot : 

I asked since when this town was built. 
And whither wood and sea and flute. 

They cried, and heeded not my say; 

So't fared here many and many a day. 

And so it fares for aye and aye.'' 

Five hundred years their course must roll. 
Ere I once more that road shall stroll. 
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JOSEPHINE. 

From the German of Gaudy . 

QuBSN : And must we be divided ? 
Must we part? 

King : Aye, hand from hand, my lOTe, 
And heart from heart. 

— King Richard II. 

TN the great imperial hall gravely sits Napoleon ; 

All the princes, all the magnates, throng about his 

lustrous throne; 
All the princes, all the magnates, listening eagerly abide 
Words that shall (ere Death himself) cut the knot that 

Love has tied. 

In the great imperial hall sits now, as the emperor bade, 
By the valiant monarch's side, his imperial consort 

sad; 
On her forehead, on her bosom, glitter pearls of jewelry, 
In her eyes are sparkling pearls from the soul's eter- 
nal sea. 

What the ruler on the dais says with sympathetic mien, 
How the empire's chancellor flatters, is unheard by 

Josephine. 
Empty words can never stifle what the wounded heart 

does feel. 
And the floral wreath conciliates not the victim with 

the steel. 
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JOSEPHINE. 

TeATB in eye and tears in heart thinks the empress of 
that year, 

When her husband to the scaffold had been sent by 
Robespierre, 

When her boy with prond defiance did his father's sword 
demand. 

When he, victory-flushed, came homeward with the em- 
peror hand in hand. 

Of those splendid days she dreameth, when the century's 

lord unfurled 
Homagingly at her feet all the trophies of a world: 
When at Notre Dame's great altar that same hand did 

on her brow 
Place the crown of luminous gold, that her ring would 

ravish now. 

Thus was verified the presage that the negro-woman old. 

Versed in chiromantic learning, of the child's fate did 
unfold: 

**Hail thee, lady, who shalt once queens and princesses 
reign o'er 1 

Woe thee, lady, who shalt once thy sad overthrow de- 
plore I" 

Lo I the empress quickly rises, and her signature puts 
down 

On the parchment that deprives her of her husband, of 
her crown; 

She departs with veil^ eyes, weeping, unto realms afar. 

Weeps until her death — departed is with her the em- 
peror's star. 
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HARMOSANE. 

From the German of Count Platen. 

T^OWN had been dragged into the dust the ancient 
Sassinidian throne, 

The Moslem's sacrilegious hand was plundering wealthy 

Ktesiphon, 
Unto the Oxus' distant shores brave Omar had his legions 

led. 
Where Chosru's grandson Jesdegerd was lying low 

among the dead. 

And as Medina's prince surveyed the booty on the 
boundless plain, 

Behold ! into his presence was a satrap brought named 
Harmosane : 

The last one who, in mountain pass, the foeman's pro- 
gress had opposed. 

But now his valiant brawny hands by heavy fetters 
were enclosed. 

And Omar darkly frowns, and says: "Dost know 
now, churl, how to perdition 

All those are doomed who offer still to Allah's might 
vain opposition?" 

But Harmosane replies: <* Within thy hands alone all 
power lies: 

Who contradicts a victor's word, his contradiction is un- 
wise. 
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HARMOSANS. 

" Yet one request I dare to make, coniideriDg thy state 

and mine: 
Tliree days with miquenched thirst I fought— >accord to 

me a cnp of wine 1 " 
And at the Moslem's silent sign is placed before him the 

libation; 
Bnt, dreading poison, Harmosane regards the cup with 

hesitation. 

"Why halt'st thou?" cries the Saracen, "No Moslem 

e'er his guest deceived 1 
Thou shalt, forsooth, not perish, friend, ere yonder cup 

thy thirst relieved t " 
And quick as thought the Persian grasps the glass, and 

self -composedly 
Straightway with force upon the ground the beaker 

filled with wine hurls he. 

Already, brandishing their swords, the men of Omar on- 
ward ran. 

Intending, for his artifice, to punish crafty Harmosane; 

But lo ! the chieftain wards them of!, exclaiming: " Lire 
thou undeterred I 

If there be aught inviolate on earth, it is a warrior's 
word 1 " 
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LEGISLATIVE GRISTMILL, 

From the Gennan of Bodenstedt. 

lyj Y presence at the Coancil was desired, 

Upon the Shah's behest : 
"Now, Mirza, let, on all that hath transpired. 
Thy judgment be expressed.*' 

Quoth I : "I'll speak without equivocation, <» 

And not a thought conceal : 
Full well I heard the mill-wheel's loud vibration — 

ButJI beheld;no>eal ! " 



H OR ATI AN PARAPHRASE. 

(Odes III : 3. x^.) 

'T'HE man of just and of tenacious soul 
Neither foul civic turmoil can, control. 
Nor a tyrant's countenance. 
Nor the south-wind in his dance 
Who raging rules the restless sea. 
Nor thundering Jove's fierce majesty. 
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MINING EPIGRAMS. 

VEIN-ITY. 

p^ MINER on his death-bed lay, 

Receiving consolation 
From pastor whom he ere that day 

Knew but by reputation. 

"Have you," the priest said, "e'er believed 

In God's eternal reign ? " 
"In life I always was deceived — 

For I believed in vein J** 

SILVBR NUGGBT. 

A SILVER sixpence in a lump of day — 

Out of the ground some speculators dug it : 
A company they formed that very day. 
Called most consistently "The Silver Nugget." 

LBONORB. 

n^HE owner of the Leon mine, 

Whom his good wife a daughter bore, 
His joy most fitly to define 
Christened the damsel — l^ton-arg. 
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ALBUM LEAVES.^ 

I. 
p^ FR06ISHER in bygone days explored 
The unknown regions of the polar seas. 
And thrice his eagle spirit northward soared, 

Sailing for realms, with many mysteries stored, ^ 

From Albion's comforts and luxurious ease. 

Thus, like thy ancestor's undaunted soul, ^ 

Be thine, my friend I ambitiously endowed  

With genius chastened by self-control. 

Expounding Beauty to "the madding crowd:" 
Then will thy genius, in its onward flight, 

Rival the glory of that predecessor. 
Whilst thy fair hands — disdainfully ignite 

These humble versides of •« j 

M. A. Lesser. 
II. . 

QNCE, on a child's first natal day, i 

A troop of spirits sought her bower, 
And on the smiling infant they 

Resolved their choicest gifts to shower : 
So zealous was that fairy-band 

That none inclined were to deny a 
Potential charm unto her, and 

Bestowed on her the name — Sophia. 



* The cttrious reader will find in several of these Leaves the 
names of their respective dedicatees acrostically incorporated. 
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ALBUM LEAVES. 

True to that name, thon art endowed, 

O friend of mine ! with potent knowledge — 
Such as to pure hearts is allowed, 

And not attained in school or college : 
In thy sweet soul, thy placid mind, 

Thy gentle ways, we still descry a 
Bounteous gift from fairies kind 

Upon thy natal day, Sophia ! 

Sophia 1 let thy gentle heart 
On its cherished course proceed; 

Prone e'er pleasure to impart, 
Happiness should be thy meed : 

In an age attached to art. 
Art thou Natures child mdeed 1 



III. 
"^^^RE my Muse strong, I*d sing a song 

Wherein thy praises would be sounded, 
And it should tell, to those who dwell 
Where'er its clarion peal resounded. 
Of all that charms and foes disarms 

Existent in thy gentle mind — 
Of Hope the store, with Faith at core. 
And unto Charity inclined. 

But since, alas 1 my weak Muse has 
No language worthy of those topics — 

While from o'erhead the sun's ra)rs shed 
On me the fervor of the tropics — * 

*Jane ao, 1884. 
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ALBUM LEAVES. 

So let me close, my pen repose, 
And to the wish expression lend, 

That whatsoever be thy endeavor 
In life be never without a friend. 



IV. 

I-TAD I the gift of heaven-inspired poet 

And could I write as my best thoughts incline, 
Then would I sing — and all the world should know it< 

Thy praises in a rhapsody divine. 
I know, alas, no Muse that may bestow it, 

Nor was Apollo e*er a friend of mine. 

Accept then, this, my spirit's humble obol — 

Artlessly placed on Beauty's virgin shrine — 
Recording as my wish that ne'er may Trouble 
Obscure thy path, nor Fortune prove a bubble. 
Nor Fate, remorseless, thwart a hope of thine t 

V. 

J)EVOTE thyself to higher aim, 

O friend of mine, than social splendor : 
Rather to literary fame 
And cultured spirits homage render.' 

Believe me, not in Pleasure's train 
And fickle Frolic's gay domain 

Lies the true bliss of human life : 
Leave to the throng those fleeting dreams — 
In pure mind's serenest beams. 

Not elsewhere, seek repose from strife. 



137 



ALBUM LBAYBS. 

VI. 

TN bygone days the queen of Spain, 
Staid Isabella, famed in story, 

Alone of Europe's royal train 
Believed Columbus' dream of glory. 

Enabling him to first unfold 

Land in the New World to the Old. 

Embrace the moral can amore. 

Just so may'st thou, O Isabel, 
Affect thy followers' destinies : 

Communing with thy soul, full well 

Know they thy spirit's wondrous spell, 
Submissive to thy mild decrees; 

Open new vistas by thy arts — 

Not Queen of Spain, but Queen of Hearts ! 



VII. 

\X7HEN but a babe, in uniform rotation 

My time was spent; 
And when a child, my every inclination 

To play was bent; 
At length, a boy, ambitious aspiration 

For fame was mine; 
Now, when a youth, I have but one vocation- 

My thoughts are thine. 
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ALBUM LBAVBS. 

vm. 

J^OWSOFER life's phases wy. 

Endless tbo' its changes be, 
Never long the moments tarry, 

Rushing to Eternity. 
In the midst of Broadway's legions, 

Even in the ball-room bright, 
Think at times of those fair regions 

That we traversed with delight 

As we worshiped Nature's might. 

Every moment of pure pleasure 
Is a boon with beauty rife, 

Nor for more than its due measure 
Should we look in earthly strife : 
Tho' the cymbal and the fife 

Evermore their summons send. 

In thine awn heart seek true life— 

Not in social glare, my friend ! 



IX. 

'^^^RE I a real heaven*inspired poet. 

And not a lawyer whom the Muse forsook, 
Pd take occasion (all the world should know it I) 

To sing your praises; in this little book. 
Alas I alack 1 my singing days are over, 

No more may I proud Pegasus ascend. 
And can but ask you to regard the rover 

Upon this page forever as a friend. 
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X. 
'THOU anger sweet, Rabiiia ! young poetets-regiaa. 

Do not regard thy critic as thy foe; 
None more than I admire thy soul's celestial fire, 
But e'en the Sun has spots to show. 

He is the best physician and best performs his mission 
Who boldly acts where danger lowly lowers; 

So he 's thy friend who' leads thy genius from the weeds 
That clog its path, forth to the Muse's bowers. 

XI. 

(to a uldt treowixg mem.) 
J^AY you throw full many a SIX 
Ere you cross the sombre Styx; 

And, methinks, a brace of SIXES 
One of your peculiar tricks is; 

So THRICE SIXES in succession 
Seems a natural progression : 

Had I longer tempted Fate, 

You would needs QUADRUPLICATE. 

XII. 
(am BPIGmAM.) 

THE saddest words of tongue or pen 

Are (Whittier says), It might have been. 
Yet sadder far seem these to me : 
It is, but never ought to be ! 
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FOUR CYCLES. 

''Better fifty yean of Europe 
Than a cycle ofCatliay.' 

IN early days it was my aeed 

That no contriTance could exceed 
In comfort or ezcd in speed 
That schoolboy's goal and scholar's meed — 
Velocipede. 

In youth I loved another steed 
That o'er the former took the lead — 
}ust as the pearl transcends the bead, 
And as the flower does the weed — 
Tricycle. 

But Hme's sharp scythe for naught has heed, 
Destroying tires with tireless greed. 
Evolving then for human need ^ 

That winged, wiiy, waltzing steed- 
Bicycle. 

Now dream I of Icarian deed 
To work a cyclic Runnymede 
Or revolution that will breed 
A wheel of meteoric speed — 

Uniqrde. — i8q6. 
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Pnm la not ■■cewirlly pioMk. 
It is an taamiiMat of maay •tops, from 
whiA » fitod Hwk — y Im dimwa. 
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THE TALE OF THE GREEK OEKOS,"^ 

IT had been a year of terror to the universe. Many 
signs and tokens had occurred of a nature unprece- 
dented in the annals of man. Fountains had dried up, 
rivers laid bare the mire and the slime of their forsaken 
beds to the shuddering gaze, beasts had left their lairs on 
the mountains and in the forests and on the plains, 
and thronged in countless multitudes and crouched> as 
with an undefinable fear, near the human abodes; whilst 
the skies themselves, bedecked for months with an un- 
changeable leaden hue, wore an aspect of evil, and smote 
the mind of the observer with unsufferable woe. Nor 
was with this the cup of ill complete. Malady had 
spread her sable mantle over the cities of the living, 
and transformed them into cities of the dead; man spake 
to his fellow through desiccated lips in harsh whis- 
pers and grating subdued tones; yea, the voices of the 
prophets — ^the consoling, hope- awakening, soothing words 
of the prophets were heard no more ; their mouths 
were silent as in hopeless despair, their massive tomes 
of wisdom and knowledge remained closed and sealed 
and hidden in the most secret receptacle of their dwell- 
ings. All was despair, desolation, blankness, invisible 
woe. 



*vide " The Threnody of Orkos," p. 65. 

Thia story was awarded first prize in literary contest of Our 
GirU amd B^s, Philadelphia. 
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THE TALE OF THE GREEK OREOS. 

On a solemn eve of this year when the fever was at its 
height, in mystic miraculous Memphis, within a 
spacious chamber remote from the rest of humanity, 
sat we, the five. Here had we taken refuge from 
the plague, and sought oblivion from the sadness of the 
world. The head of our party was one Ramses, an 
Egyptian, a man of perhaps two score years and ten, 
well versed in all the legendary lore, the laws, and the 
history of his gloomy land; never did smile illumine his 
Jovian brow, and his bearing was that of a king. The 
next two were of the Holy Land, Zebulon the Saddu- 
cee and the Rabbi Adoram; the former a man of cyn- 
ical and sarcastic address, of somewhat hac^hty and 
overbearing demeanor, but withal respected by his fel- 
lows : the latter an aged disciple of Mosaic principles, 
with long white beard flowing far below his waist — 
kind, gentle and pious, beloved and honored by all. 
The fourth of our company was a Phoenician merchant 
whose name I have forgotten in the lapse of time, for 
since that night eight and forty years have rolled their 
course into the mere of eternity. He had come to Egypt 
in pursuit of traffic, but trade and commerce were 
alike forgotten in the general despair. And the fifth 
and last and youngest of the five was I, the Greek Orkos. 

As I said, it was a spacious chamber in which we 
were sitting, but spaciousness augmented only the mel- 
ancholy of its appearance. The tapestry on the walls 
was black — ^black draperies concealed the barred and 
tightly closed windows — the tables, the couches, the 
whole surroundings were of ebony, black-paneled was 
the ceiling, and the iron door of the room was of the 
darkness of night ; while the intensity of that darkness, 
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THE TALE OF THE GREEK OKKOS. 

<he fantastic fonnation of the flitting shadowa, the dead- 
ly gloom of the chamber, were still moie sel off, aye, 
magnified a thousand limes by the ghastly luiid light 
shed upon us (whilst the farther corners were bid in in- 
scrutable gloom) from a serpentine candeUbium of black 
metal suspended from the teoith of the ceiling. 

We, the five, sat round the centric table, whose pol- 
ished surface reflected with ghastly though distorted 
reality onr pallid miens. We had sat thus foi more than 
the space of an hour, sadness on each brow and sorrow 
in each heart. But the saddest of all was I, the 
Greek Oikos. Lo I at length the spell of the stillness 
was broken by Ramses the Egyptian, and he turned unto 
me and, placing his hands on mine, thus addieased me: — 
" How is it, O brother 1 that thou, the youngest, ait 
still the saddest ? Canst thou not relieve thy sorrow by 
making us thy coniidents — for stand we not all on the 
threshold of eternity?" And Adoram, too, spake; 
"Verily, our brother Ramses is right. Unfold if thou 
wilt the mystery encircling thy young life. The very 
revelation will be balm of Gileadtothy soul, O Orkos I" 
Thus my friends pressed me. I had borne the burden of 
my giriel aleiu too long . One moment I hesitated, then 
kissed the hand of the venerable Rabbi; and this was 
the tale unfolded in that solemo hour, within the Con- 
fines of that drear chamber of many-walled Memphis, 
by me, the Greek Orkos. 

" Ve wonder, D friends, whence arises this sadness, 
which overcasts my life. To you shall I, for the first 
time, unfold my story, a tale full of the deepest import 
of the work of an inconceivable destiny to me, but one 
which yen may regard with sentimenta of ridicule and 
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doubt. Laugh at me, chide me, scorn me, 'tis all one 
to the victim of mysterious fate. 

"I was born and passed my youth 'mid the sunny 
▼ales and sparkling brooks of Arcadia. Years passed 
by me, fulfilling the duties of shepherd on my sire's 
grounds, with unalloyed happiness. I had no other 
thought, no other ambition, but to rise in the m<Mming 
with the lark, to lead out my flock caroling on the road, 
to enjoy the manifold beauties of nature in sweet repose 
under some far-spreading oak, and to return at eve to 
my fragrant couch. Thus I spent my days until my six- 
teenth year, and then its hitherto unrippled course was 
changed. There appeared in our vicinity a strange, sin- 
ister and learned man, one Theodoros. Whence he 
came, none knew; 'twas thought he was a fugitive for 
sacrilegious deeds from the great town of Olynthos. I 
cared not what they said of him, for with him appeared 
the rising sun of my existence — ^his daughter, lanthe. 
Ask me not to describe her to you, that dark, luxuriant 
hair, that sweet, enchanting face, those ruby lips, that 
slight, though graceful, fairy form; and those eyes, those 
lustrous eyes, whose splendor exerted a subtle magnet- 
ism on all ! We met, we saw, we loved — we loved with 
a love to us dearer than life, so purely ennobling, so 
mutually intensifying was its influence. We roamed the 
woods and walks together, one never without the other, 
my father pleased at our happiness whilst her sire did not 
seem to observe our growing passion, though whenever 
he gazed on us, methought a smile, a cruel smile, hov- 
ered about his lips. Such happiness could not be last- 
ing with mortal man, such love was too noble, too sub- 
lime for earth, for 
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Who heu not hir the bculii(Df [belrlieani.' 
"One man) she came not. A thoosand times I 
I bought I faeud her foolstepi on the gieen. A UunUMld 
excuses 1 invented for ber deUj. Tlie ran rose h^her 
and higher in (he heavens, and with each minute mf 
anxiety grew more intense. I couJd not leave my flocic , 
and was obliged to wait till the approach of dawn. I 
penned my charge with fereriah anxiety. I hurried to 
her home, her father met me on the threshold, and told 
me, with that demoniac smile I had so often observed 
on his lips, that lanthe was gone and would not return. 
I asked him whither, he would not give me answer. 
Then, then I hated that man with hatred fierce as Eblis 
feels (ot the Creator. And yet I begged, I solicited, yea, 
on my very knees 1 implored him to tell me whither 
she had gone. He coldly smiled and said: 'Boy, go 
home! 'tis not yet lot of thine to think of love.' I 
raved, I cried, I !wore, and he shut the door upon me. 

"I left him, for weeks I spoke to no one, and roamed 
about in the most desolate go^es and glens of our native 
mountains. The neighbors called me mad; what did 
Ihey know of love? My iathei let me do as I desired, 
' for,' said he, ' 'tis but a boy's idle passion, and will die 
out if left atone.' A boy's passion indeed, a pasdoD 
thai has haunted me through life 1 At length I grew 
calmer and assumed my accustomed pursuits; where we 
had strayed together I sighed and mused alone. I re- 
gained my composure, but it was the composnie of set- 
tled distress; Irieods told me she had gone away the 
night before that day, with a stranger, a tradesman, 
some said to the north of Greece. 
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"One eve my father took me aside and informed me 
that the next day we would set out for Korinthos to the 
house of a friend of his youth, a wealthy merchant just 
about to celebrate his nuptials. Through him I, Orkos, 
would be introduced to the life of trade. I was well 
content; anything for a change from those scenes, where 
each tree, each nook, each path had sad significance to me. 

** We set out, and in the twilight of the fourth day 
arrived at the home of Tmolus. We started and gazed 
blankly at each other; was this a house of joy, this house 
covered from roof to street with black draperies? Was 
the friend of my father dead? He blanched at the 
thought, and entering the dwelling we were ushered into 
the presence of Tmolus, a man bowed down with grief. 
He took my sire's hand and passionately exclaimed, 
*She is dead, dead, dead, my beloved, my bride! To- 
morrow would the wedding have taken place, and to- 
morrow she will be buried.* Now we understood these 
draperies, now we understood his sorrow, and it was 
doubly understood by me. Had he, too, not lost his 
bride, as I, the Greek Orkos? 

" That night I reposed in a room which was above the 
hall where stood the sarcophagus of the dead bride. 
Was it the knowledge of that fact, was it the similarity 
of the fate of Tmolus to my own, was it the combination 
of these late occurrences within my fantastic mind — 
enough, a strange disquiet took possession of my soul. 
Grim forebodings of the future, forms and shapes inde- 
scribable, seemed to rise from all corners of the room. 
I saw them even with closed lids, a nameless terror 
filled my soul, a chill crept steadily from limb to limb, 
slowly, surely, a light of suppressed though unearthly bril- 
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lianqr forced its way through my lids — I conld bear it no 
longer, I started up; an odor of ambra pervaded the room, 
the door which I had closed swnng lightly to and fro as if 
some one had but just passed through it, and through the 
crevice that faint light I had experienced (can I say 
seen?) with closed eyes shone with an ever increasing 
brilliancy as if beckoning me to follow. An irresistible 
impulse usurped the sway of my will, I arose, I followed, 
down the stair through the corridor, and — the closed 
door swung open before me, into the room of the dead. 
One moment I paused on the threshold, an odor of 
ambra pervaded the spacious chamber — there on the 
stony table stood the red sarcophagus, the lid was open, 
from it issued the heavenly light : irresistibly I hastened 
forward, I peered into the recess one moment, and then 
I shrieked aloud: — 'I have found thee at last, O my maid- 
en, my bride! Hence beckons to me this beacon 
light ! For these are the eyes, the beaming, the black, 
the beautiful eyes of my darling, my darling lanthe 1' " 
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K/SMET,^ 

A SHIP at sea. Gigantic clouds are pillowed in 
fantastic groups upon the starless heavens, while 
beneath the bosom of the vessel the waves in sombre 
silence glide along. The mariner leans upon his frail 
craft's rudder and thinks, forgetful of all else beside, of 
the dear ones at home, whom soon he hopes to clasp in 
his emlnrace again 

"O dream too briefat to last ! 
O starry hope, tnat didst arise 
Bnt to be overcast 1" 

With faltering step the mate hastens to his master's post. 
"The ship has sprung a leak,** he gasps, '< and we are 
doomed !** Up springs the mariner and hastens to the 
pumps. He urges on the crew. Like Utans they, in 
deadly silence, work — ^their love, their life, their all 
at stake — ^nor heed the rising storm. In vain they 
strive. Slowly but surely the treacherous wave secures 
its hold and, rising high and higher, reigns supreme. 
The heavens— as if eager to share the spoils — now 
pour forth their wrath, a hurricane, relentless in its fury. 
One wild shriek issues from the lips of the doomed, the 
first sound uttered in their mortal anguish — ^iheir bat- 
tle for life. The water has submerged the vessel's deck 
— ^the raging tempest throws it on its side — each 

•vide" Destiny/' . p 94. 
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KISMET. 

wave seeks to claim the honor of destruction — ^and that 
fated vessel and its luckless crew sink down into the 
mere forevermore! 

A cottage on the neighboring coast. That very night a 
gentle woman speaks to her children of their sire's re- 
turn — never again to trust himself unto the treacherous 
waves. She puts heir little ones to rest; and sitting in 
her cozy room, with happy thoughts of the morrow, 
slumbers into dreamland. O morrow, ne'er to come ! 
O dreams, that are not of this world ! 

She starts up from her sleep. Whence is that crack- 
ling and that glaring and that heat that have disturbed 
her from her slumbers? The room from floor to ceiling 
is ablaze ! No exit is there from this sea of fire — fanned 
and augmented, ever and again, by the storm without. 
Speechless, she gazes on the scene; her pulses throb; 
her brain reels; convulsively she sobs. At last with 
almost superhuman effort she rouses from the lethjurgy 
which was slowly stealing upon her. She rushes to her 
children's couch, who, still unconscious of their fearful 
fate, nestle peacefully together. She clasps them to her 
breast — she guards them with her body — one last con- 
vulsive prayer she utters — and then that once happy 
cottage spreads the earth, covering its inmates with its 
ruins — never, Phcenix-like, to rise again ! 

A quiet church -yard in a parish by the sea. There 
now stands, above a lonely grave, a marble headstone, 
erected by the master of the manor; commemorating, in 
simple data, the death of a family — husband and wife 
perishing on the same night, one on land, the other a*, 
sea. And above all is inscribed the one word, 'Kismet.' 
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COUNT OLAF'S DOOM. 

I. 

T^AY was drawing to its close, and the son in parting 
sent his last beams as harbingers of peace to kiss 
the tops and color with a golden tinge the foliage of the 
stately pines in one of Norway^s lonely dales. All was 
repose and silence; only from the farthest end of this 
forest retreat — thence where the vegetation was 
most luxuriant and where the wild vines intertwined in 
labyrinthine maze — ^issued forth a dull monotonous sound, 
peculiar by its melancholy cadence, and resembling that 
produced by a continuously forth-welling stream of rush- 
ing waters falling on some immovable surface beneath. 

Hark! suddenly the stillness is interrupted by a 
crackling in the branches, evidently caused by the alter- 
cation of some living body with them — and an instant 
afterwards a stately roe burst into view, which with rapid 
pace made its way to the ultimate end of the dale, hotly 
pursued by a youth whose noble form, gentle 
bearing and rich attire readily marked him as belonging 
to the aristocracy of that land. It seemed his ambition 
to catch the fleeing deer alive. It had reached the end 
of the valley before him, but the noble was almost at its 
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heels. Now it plunged into that labyrinth of foliage — 
impeded there at every step, it could not but fall an easy 
prey to its pursuer— and the youth, flushed with the 
thought of his impending triumph, was on the point of 
following, when two bravmy arms were twined about 
him, and he was restrained from executing his design as 
by the brace of a vice. 

The young man, baffled at the very moment when the 
game seemed almost in his very grasp, turned angrily 
around as soon as that vice-like embrace relaxed, and 
found himself face to face with his seneschal, a man 
grown gray in long and honorable service of his family, 
causing him to be regarded in the light of a friend 
rather than a retainer. Hence he constrained him- 
self — ^whilst his flashing eyes and flushed countenance 
but too plainly betrayed his excitement — to exclaim : 

" What, Harold, is it thou who deprivest me of the 
first prize within the hunter's grasp, after my return from 
abroad? By Father Odin and the mighty gods, anyone 
but thee — who carried me in his arms and catered to my 
wants as a child — I would address in a far different 
manner!'' 

When the youth had ceased, and his inquiring gaze 
seemed to call for an explanation of the seneschal's con- 
duct, the old man began: <* Far be it from me, Count 
Olaf , to interfere with wanton hands with the pursuits of 
my superiors. It is only by that love I bear you, and by 
the fidelity I harbor for your family, that I dared and 
did what I have to the sole surviving scion of the house 
of Aarborg. Learn then, that some distance from the 
thicket into which you were about to plunge, at the ter- 
mination of its mazy path, lies a dim lake. In its waters 
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there is no life, and its environs are never made merry 
by the carols of joyful children. A perpetual gloom is 
shed on its ever placid surface by vast wiUows there 
standing undisturbed for ages, while its entire margin is 
bedecked with the rank luxuriance of tropic vegetation. 

"But there is a deeper curse on this lake. Woe to 
the rash intruder who, at some inauspicious time, dares 
to disturb its silent region ! There is an avenger in the 
form of a demon-woman, who haunts these cursed pre- 
cincts on moonlight nights, and drags the fell offender 
dovm with her into the depths of her watery realm. 
Hence, O G)unt, beware lest you risk your body and 
soul by entering yon cursed precincts : for are you not 
aware that especially unto yourself this interdiction ap- 
plies? Full well I remember to have heard when a 
child, from the lips of some old beldam, this ditty of 
warning to the last of the house of Aarborg; for she 
heard it when watching the bier of your great-grandsire, 
in thn zenith of a moonlit night. Suddenly the door 
swung open, a form of unearthly beauty approached with 
measured steps the center of the chamber, and with face 
turned toward the lifeless form, slowly chanted this in- 
cantation : 

'Where the briars intertwine 
VV ith the viol and the vine, 

None of Aarborv's race shall enter 
Or his body shall De mine — 

None of Aarborg's race shall enter, 
Or that proud house will decline !' " 

The Count had attentively listened to the words of his 
faithful and zealous retainer, and for his sake forbore to 
make any remark on wending his way homeward with 
Harold. Yet the effect of the old man's solemn and 
pathetic language and of the peculiar circumstances 
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that environed this episode but too soon waned with 
a youth who had so extensively traveled, and whose cult- 
ure was superior to that of his rude age. As it was, be- 
fore he reached the castle, the Count had resolved to 
fathom the cause of this superstition and to brave the 
mystery of Linden Lake. 

II. 

It was on an afternoon, some time after the events we 
have just related, that Harold was sitting, engaged in 
examining the household accounts before him, withiil his 
spacious and well furnished room in Castle Aarborg. 
Yet his mind was not with his books; ever and anon he 
heaved a sigh and sank into deep meditation, while gazing 
abstractedly through the large bay window at his right. 
The good old seneschal's mind was occupied with the 
strange behavior of his beloved master Ever since that 
evening, he had left, day by day, fully equipped for 
hunting, and returned when darkness fell, melancholy, 
and with empty hunting bag. And day by day he be- 
came more gloomy, and the furrows deepened on his 
once placid brow : nor would he brook the company of 
any one, either at home or when away, not even of his 
trusty Harold. What could he the cause of such a 
change ? There was but one solution, and that the mind 
ol the old man — hoping against hope — refused to accept. 

In the midst of these meditations the seneschal raised 
his head bowed by age and grief, and gazing out of the 
window, saw his young master approaching. But could 
that be he, who this morning had left, like one lost to 
all earthly hope? What elasticity in his gait ! with what 
courtesy he saluted even the humblest retainers on the 
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road I The old man rose with joy and approached the 
door — when it opened and the Count stood before him. 

'* Harold, faithful friend," Olaf exclaimed with beam- 
ing countenance and without further introduction, "as 
thou hast been concerned at my sorrow, and yet hast 
never deepened my woe by cruel questions, so shalt thou 
now be the first to share my joy. Thou rememberest 
well that evening in Linden dale: thou knowest too 
(methinks) that ever since, thy tale has occupied my 
mind by day and night. I had determined to fathom 
the mystery of that dim lake. I went thither at mom, 
at noon, at eve. Nothing did I see to disturb the seren- 
ity of those unfathomable waters. But one evening 
strange whispers arose 'midst the willows that border 
the lake; to me they assumed feasible form, as if beck- 
oning me to persevere in my purpose, as if bidding me 
to follow. Day by day I came, but still in vain; but 
this very morn perchance my face looked upwards at 
that leafy maze — and, Harold, above me appeared a face 
beautiful as a fairy*s, but of the color of Parian marble. 
Only a moment I saw her, but ere she vanished, like 
balm of Gilead these words fell upon my soul : 'To-night, 
O Olaf, when the moon stands at its zenith, we shall be 
united forever! To-night, beloved, meet me on the 
confines of this tranquil lake !' " 

Here the awe-struck seneschal could contain himself 
no longer. *'And will you, haply, carry your temerity 
so far, as to venture thither this night? Can you forget 
what I have told? Are you oblivious of the dire fate 
that is in store for all intruders? You know it — and 
dare you then risk your life, your soul, and your family's 
future, merely for the sake of satisfying your morbid 
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fanq^ and your wanton desires — you, the sole surviving 
hope of" 

''No farther 1" cried Count Olaf with rolling eyes, as 
he sprang up from his couch; "do not forget thyself, 
and know that 1 am still master of Aarborg. Know 
then, thou rash and thoughtless man, that on the confines 
of that lake there dwelleth a beautiful maid, half fairy, 
half human; it requires but alliance with a mortal to 
make her — as whilom Undine — wholly one of us. I shall 
do it 1 I shall hurry hither to-night ! I shall bear her 
with me to my ancestral home; and a new and glorious 
race shall arise — her scions and mine, distinguished in all 
future days alike for wisdom, for valor, and for beauty — 
within the walls of the house of Aarborg. But lest thou, 
with thy twaddle, wouldst endeavor to thwart me from 
my purpose, and to rob me of the idol of my heart (des- 
tined to be mine by some watchful divinity), I shall 
have thee confined for to night within this chamber — 
until to-morrow thou wilt see thy mad presumption, and 
in mute admiration swear allegiance to thy mistress, the 
lady of Aarborg!" 

The Count strode from the room without casting 
another glance on the trembling Harold, and turned the 
key of the door behind him. Outside he gave strict 
orders for the detention of the seneschal that evening, 
and, when the moon had risen high, wandered forth 
to meet — the destiny of the house of Aarborg. 

Ill 

The moon had reached her zenith in the heavens and 
shed her silvery gleam upon Lake Linden. Now, at 
night-tide, the mystic beauty of this lake was still more 
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apparent, and filled mih thoughts of silent sadness the 
mind of the observer. The summits of the bordering 
willows seemed steeped in liquid silver, but there was no 
mild sephyr to stir their sombre foliage. No life was in 
the air, none in the trees, and none within the water of 
the lake: but there on a rocky ledge at the ultimate 
border — on that ledge half covered by intertwining veg- 
etations-was not that the form of a woman, her head 
resting with plastic grace upon her beautiful arm? Aye, 
it was; but lol a woman of unearthly beauty, her face 
the pallor of Parian marble, her head encompassed by a 
flow of amber-colored hair, her eyes beaming like glist- 
ening stars — and all enveloped in that brilliant, tremu- 
lous, silvery light ! And, some paces from her, 

toward the island, vhth outstretched arms — ^basking in 
her every glance, as in motionless veneration — stood 
Count Olaf 1 With her hand she beckoned him to stay, 
and then, with silvery voice, the vision sang : 

" Wliere the briars intertwine 

With the viol and the vine. 

None but Aarboii^'s race shall enter— 

Or his body will be mine : 

But on thee my feelings center. 

And in bliasfblness divine 

Shall our natures entertwine : 
None of us shall be repeater. 
None of us shall be dissenter ;— 

But till earth and sky decline 

Shall our souls in blissful rapture. 
Exult at each other's capture — 

Shall my crystal home be thine I" 



Just as the song had ended there appeared at the other 
end of the lake the form of Harold the Seneschal. By 
the most tearful entreaties and solemn invocations, yea, 
by falling on his knees before the churls at the hsdl, and 
then only by assuring them that their master's fate was 
at stake, he had secured his freedom. Hurrying on 
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without further delay, with matted hair, with eyes ahnost 
starting from their sockets, and vrith feet that could 
hardly bear their trembling burden, he at last reached 
the mazy path leading unto the lake. On entering, the 
tones of that unearthly song fell on his ear, — on, on he 
strove — again and again the vegetation impeded his pro- 
gress, he stumbled and fell — and at last, with bruised 
hands and blood-stained countenance, gasping for breath, 
he stood by the side of the lake. One glance he cast 
upon the scene before him — and he knew all; he strove 
to call his infatuated master's name and thus perchance 

to break the spell — but he could not utter a sound 

The song had ceased, and with outstretched arms the 
maiden sprang up, and stood upon the ledge in all the 
grandeur of her beauty. Her eyes were beaming with 
ever -increasing brilliancy, as if beckoning her votary to 
follow. Olaf tottered forward — not a look did he turn 
to right or to left ; the spirit-maiden approached the 
brink of the water, her hands and eyes still beckoning 
him to her. Onward the youth presses, vrrapt in 
mute admiration; still nearer and nearer she approaches 
the water — and now, she stands on the brink. She 
waves her hand at the infatuated mortal — one bold step, 
and he is at her side. Her cold arms twine about him 
in firm embrace — she presses him to her snowy bosom — 
ihe viols and the vines envelop his feet and hamper all 
progress — one step more, and the waters close over the 
spirit and her victim--down, down they sink like lead — 
down, down forever I 



z6z 



EDEN'S FIRST DAY. 

MIGHT had come, Profound nlence rdgned far and 
wide over the spadons regions of Eden,, and Dark- 
neis' sable mantle hnng, motionless and unchanged as 
ever, orer all. 

The pleasant brook, that meandered through the re- 
cesses of the wide-extending forest, — the soft sephyrs 
that fanned the crowns of the bine hills, — ^the vast trees 
which looked down into the depths of the dim lakes — all 
had relapsed into silence as if in expectation of a grand, 
a majestic event. Yet while unbroken stillness pervaded 
the whole region, through the atmosphere were diffused 
the sweet odors of many thousands and thousands of 
flowers. 

But lo 1 when this repose of all nature had attained its 
ultimate point, the darkness, that had hitherto uni- 
formly prevailed, gradually assumed a lighter tint in the 
atmosphere overhanging that part of the Garden hard by 
the dim Stygian stream. And the dim speck became 
lighter and lighter, and assumed a roseate hue, never 
before witnessed within the regions of Eden, until at last 
it extended over the whole space of the eastern heavens. 

The silence had become, if possible, deeper 
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than before, and the air seemed literaUy laden with the 
scents and odors of the flowers, that thus gave evidence 
of their awe and reverence to the Divine powers, in ex- 
pectation of the first sunrise. 

The tips of the roseate dusters now became lined with 
a golden rim, the center grew brighter and brighter, 
and, sending before him his rays as harbingers of his 
coming, upon the horizon appeared in his full majesty 
the glorious orb of day 1 

Yea, the "greater light" had come, — around him the 
heavens in asure blueness, below him the gardens of 
Eden basking in a perfect halo of light ! And now, as 
if by one accord, nature awoke from its stupor, the trees 
swayed lightly to and fro, the brooks laughed in merry 
glee as they leapt over the stones, while the thousands 
of birds, in a jubilant song of rapturous melody, poured 
forth their gratitude to the Creator, and sang: "These 
are thy glorious works. Parent of Good 1 " 

And once more all grew silent. For, from a verdant 
arbor, situate at the terminus of a sinuous path, 
there appeared, in the pure radiance of natural beauty, — 
the first human pair 1 For one brief moment they halted 
at the mouth of that arbor, as if dased by the bright and 
magnificent scene before them; then sank upon their 
knees in mute amazement, and, with awe and reverence, 
breathed forth a fervent prayer for his immeasurable gifts 
to the Father of man. 

Thereupon with exalted l^oks and elastic steps they 
pursued their peaceful path, while at their side the trees 
and plants seemed to bow down submissively, and the 
birds to carol forth chants still more jubilant, in honor 
of their new, their future master, man. 
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WhithersoeTer the twrnin wended their way, they 
gazed on new and rapturous scenes : here a blue lake, 
overshadowed by the foliage of stately oaks, — there, a 
wide meadow, displayed as one carpet of green; on still 
further, a deep Talley, through which flowed, with rapid 
course, a small rivulet, — ^the vale being bounded, dimly 
distant, by a range of blue hills. Thus ever and ever 
new sights were presented to their view, and still they 
wandered on, the livelong day, untiring in their zeal. 

But even such felicity is followed by exhaustion, and 
as the day had overtaken its zenith, and neared its wane, 
a desire for rest was felt by all creation. The frolics of 
the animals were less and less spirited, and the song of 
the birds had almost entirely ceased; but Nature, kind 
and considerate mother, for this too had provided: lower 
and lower sank the sun, his intensity abated, and, as 
dusk began to overspread the horizon, a benign calmness 
and serenity reigned throughout. 

The Sun, gilding with a golden rim the summits of the 

trees and hills, shed a last look on the peaceful scene, 

aud sank below the horizon, — ^but not forever. All Eden 

then composed itself to rest, and silence, and darkness, - 

(but how different from that day's precursor!) reigned 

once more apace : whilst on a mossy bank the first human 

pair again poured forth their thanks for the munificence 

of the Almighty, and sang : 

"How beautiful this nielit I the balmiest sigh 

Which vernal zephyi:;| breathe in evening's ear 

Were discord to the speaking quietude 

That wraps this movcQess scene. Heaven's ebon vault. 



Studded with stars, unutterably bright, 

igh which the moon's luicloucb 
Seems like a canopy which love has spread 



Through which the moon's luiclouded grandeur rolls. 
Seems like a canopy which love ' 
To curtain her sleepfaig world." 
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G9 forthf my book ! nor weakly scan 
The muUitudinom caravan 
Of other books: 
For in the rear — or in the van — 
There stiU are nooks. 

The curious coneourse may opine 

That thour—the Muse^s child and mine — 

Deservest doom^ 
And thee and me cUike consign 
To hecatomb, 

QtMth Querist: " Who is he^ forsooth^ 
That on this worn worlds nothing loth^ 

Let loose his lays. 
Presuming to portray the troth 
Of Halcyon Days f' 

As brother bards^ in ancient times. 
Competing came to clement climes 
From Tjoest^from north. 
So— ruing not thy rampcmt rhymes — 
My book, go forth ! 
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